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ADVERTISEMENT. 



It may be necessary to mention, that in ar- 
ranging the Odes, the Transhtor has adopted the 
order of the Vatican MS. For those irho wish 
to refer to the original, he has prefixed an Index, 
which marks the number of each Ode in Barnes 
and the other editions. 
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AN ODE 



BT THE TRANSLATOR. 



£111 f§hj9tt rmrnn , 

*(A«p0r ynXmf $»ur0, 

Aftfi ttvr^f ii ^ $p¥Tis 

'O fiiX^ rm T9S Kvhfui 
£«'tif/» ^»zni «/fVff* 

^^iXu ft^fif ytftfTm* 
*H ^f $tmt/f t^tmnuy 
SO^IH W6T i{ OXvftwu 

^wtfiui^Hovuf ttirt' 
St^f, i^' 0S AvttKpttfTm 

Toy 99^ttTttT0f miFt^tVitf^ 

T/| ytfttfy ruf flitv fin 



12 IN ODE BT THE TRANSLAtOR. 

T«ff tp^^y Tm Anumy 
K* a» tfMi xfmrtn §^MMf ; 
Tf ^tX^ftm Tiig Kwi^fifgy 
Tf MPirt^Xm VM Amu9y 
Astt y iTfvp^wmf «/^»y 
0*« i|^f f i^f hikmtmfy 

M^Tf /w«%f ^»ff, ^9«ry 

*0 n^mrMvg marmfTtfw 
II«^ r«»» n^Mw xmXufuu* 
^iXttiy wtmy Xopil^tiy 
Mtrm rmf MmXmw yn^mtun 

Off >MP^ y»fy V"» »T#^ 
Af ttmu fffUf tpmrms' 

'C/k /8f0r9 y«A9»ff 
^«Af «»f futXi^m wmrrmwy 
Ov M^0f fttiXmihg Ufa | 
T/r n^0rtf4f ft%f irt i 



REMARKS 

OX 

ANACREON. 



There is very little known with certainty of the 
life o£ Anacreon. Ghamaeleon Heracleotes, * who 
wrote apon the subject, has been lost in the 
general wreck of ancient literature. The editors of 
the poet have collected the few trifling anecdotes, 
which are scattered through the extant authors of 
antiquity, and, supplying the deficiency of materials 
by fictions of their own imagination, they have 
arranged, what they call, a life of Anacreon. These 
specious fabrications are intended to indulge that 
interest which we naturally feel in the biography 
of illustrious men ; but it is rather a dangerous 
kind of illusion, as it confounds the Umits of 

* He is quoied by Athensus iv r« wtfi ru A9M»f$§fVs» 



l4 REMARKS OK ATTACREOIC. 

history and romance,'*' and is too often supported 
by anfaithfol citation, f 

Our poet was bom in the city of Teos, in 
the delicious region of Ionia, where every thing 
respired voluptuousness. § The time of his birth 
appears to have been in the sixth century before 
Christ,'*^ and he flourished at that remarkable 
period, when, under the polished tyrants Hippar- 



* The Uislorj of Anacreon, by Monsieur Gacon (le poete 
•ans fard) is professedly a romance ; nor does Mademoiselle 
Scnderi, ftom whom he borrowed the idea, pretend to histO' 
rical Teracicy in her account of Anacreon and Sappho. These , 
tben, are ailowable. Bnt bow cam Barnes be iorpwett, who, 
with all the confidence of a biographer, Craces erery wander- 
ing of the poet, and settles him in bis old age at a country 
villa near T^os ? 

•f The learned lloosiear Bayle has detacted §QPkt infideli- 
ties of quotation in Le Fevre. See Dictionnaire HistoHque, 
etc. Madame Dacier is not more accurate than ber father : 
they hare almost made Anacreon prime minister to the mo- 
narch of— Samos . 

J The Asiatics were as remarkable for genius as for luxury. 
« logeaia Asiaiica inclyu per geates feo^c poets, Anocreoo, 
inde Mimnermus et Antimachus," etc. — Solinus. 

** I have not attempted to define the particular Olympiad, 
bnt haTe adopted tbe idea of Bayle, wbo says, '^ Je u'ai ^poiot 
marqu^ d^Olympiade ^ car pour un homme qui a t^cu S5 ans, 
il me semble que Ton ne doit point s'enfermer dans dcs homes 
si ^troites." 



REHAftlfi ON AJSAChJEON, l5 

dms and PolycrateSi Atheos and Samos weM the 
rival asybims of geaios. The name of his fiither is 
doubtful, ajid therafore caoaot be very intevestiag. 
His family waB perhaps ilhtftrious, but those who 
discorer io Plato that he was a desceodant of the 
monaichCodrus, eshibit, as ustul, more zeal than 
accuracy. * 

Tbe disposition and talents of Anacreon reeom* 
mended him to the mon^^rch of Sanaos, and he 
was itmoed to be the friend of such a prince as 
Polycrates. Susceptible only to the pleasures, he 
felt not the corruptions of the court ; and while 
Pythagoras fled from the tyrant, Anacreon was 
celebrating his praises on the lyre. We aie told 
too by Ifaximus Tyrius, that by the influence of 
his amatory songs he softened the mind of Poly- 
crates into a spirit of benevolence towards his 
subjects, f 

* Thif mifttalM is founded on a false interpretation of a 
Tery 4»bTions passage in Plato's Dialogoe on Temperanoe ; it 
originated with Madame Dacier, and has been received im* 
^citly by many. Gail, a late editor of Anacreon, seems to 
cUim to himself the merit of detecting this error ^ but Baylc 
bad observed it before hisi. 

f Af#»pf4vy XafU44s n«Atf«p«r<!fy 9iUip««v*— Maxim. 



l6 REMARKS ON ANACREON. 

The amours of the poet, and the riyalship of the 
tyrant,'^ I shall pass over in silence; and there 
are'few, I presume, who will regret the omission 
of most of those anecdotes, which the industry of 
some editors has not only promulged, but dis- 
cussed. Whatever is repugnant to modesty and 
virtue is considered in ethical science, by a sup- 
position very favourable to humanity, as impos- 
sible ; and this amiable persuasion should be much 

more strongly entertained where the transgres- 
sion wars with nature as well as virtue. But why 

are we not allowed to indulge in the presumption? 

Why are we officiously reminded that there have 

been such instances of depravity? 

Hipparchus, who now maintained at Athens the 

power which his father Pisistratus had usurped, 

was one of those elegant princes who have polished 

Tyr. J ai . Maximus Tjrias mentions this among other in* 
stances of the inflaence ol* poetry. If Gail had read Maximna 
Tyrins, how could he ridicule this idea in MouConn^ as nn* 
authenticated ? 

'^ In ihe romance of Qelia, the anecdote to wkidi I allnde 
is told of a yuung girl, mrith whom Anacrcon fell in lore 
white she pei-sonatcd the god Apollo in a mask. But hae 
Mademoiselle Scnderi consulted nature more than tmtlu 



REMARKS ON AlfACBEON. I7 

the fetters of their subjects. He was the first, ac» 
cording to Plato, who edited the poems of Homer, 
and commanded them to be sung by the rhapso* 
dists at the celebration of the Panathenea. As his 
court was the galaxy of genius, Anacredn should 
not be absent. Hipparchus sent a barge for him ; 
the poet embraced the invitation, and the muses 
and the loves were wafted with him to Athens. * 
The manner of Anacreon's death was singular. 
We are told that in the eighty-fifth year of his 
age he was choVed by a grape-stone ; f and how- 
ever we may smile at their enthusiastic partiality, 
who pretend that it was a pecuUar indulgence of 

* There is a rery interesting French poem founded upon 
this anecdote, imputed to Desyvetaux, and called " Anacreon 
Ciioyen.'* 

i* Fabricius appears not to trust rery implicitly in this 
story. '' Uvse passae acino undem sufibcatus, si credimus 
Suide in sitssrsr^f $ alii enim hoc mortis genere perisse 
tradunt Sophoclem/' Fabricii Bibliothec. Grasc. lib. ii. 
cap. i5. It must be confessed that Lucian, who tells us that 
Sophocles was choked by a grape- stone, in the very same 
treatise mentions the longevity of Anacreon, and yet is silent 
on the manner of his death. Could he have been ignorant of 
such a remarkable coincidence, or, knowing, could he have 
neglected to remark it? See Regnier^s Introduction to his 
Anacreon. 
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Heayen "wliich stole him from the worid by this 
easy and ebai^acterotk deaifch, we cana^ help 
admiring that his fate shovld be so emblematic o£ 
his dispofiitioflu Cselius Cakagmmis aUudes to this 
catastrophe in the following epitaph on oat poet s i 



* Then, hallowM sage, those lips 'which ponrM along 
The sweetest lapses of the eygnet^s song, 

A frape has closed for ever ! 
Here let the ivy kiss the poet's tomh, 
Here let the rose he loved vntk laurels bloom, 
In bands that ne'er shall sever I 

Bat far be thoo, iA ! far, unholy vine, 
By whom the favourite minstrel of the Kint 

Expired his rosy breath ; 
Thy Ood himself now bkisfaes to con£e», 
Unholy vine ! he feeb he loves thee less. 

Since poor Anacreon's death ! 



* At te, sancte senex, acinus sub tartara misit ; 

Cygnee clausit ^i tibi vocis iter. 
Vos, hederK, tumnhim, tnmnlnm vos cingite lauri 

Hoc rosa perpetno vcrnet odora loco ; 
At vitis procal kinc, procul faiuc odiosa faeessat, 

Quae eausam dir» protalit, uva, nects, 
Creditur ipse minus vitem jam Bacdins amare, 

In vatcm tantum quae fait ansa nefiis. 

Caelius Calcagninus has translated or imitated the eprigrams 
us T9I9 M»p«ysf fiwfy vrhifik are given under the name of 

Anacreon. 



Tbeiie can scarcely be iina(;incd a more deKgbt. 

fid theme for the wannest specalations of fancy 

io wanton apon, than the idea of an iateicoune 

between Aaaicreoii and Sappho. I could wish to 

beliewe that they were ootemporary : any dionght 

of an intencbasge between hearts so congenial in 

warsnth of passion and delicacy of f^nius, gires 

such flay to the imagination^ that the mind loves 

to indulge in it ; but the vision dissolves before 

historical truth ; and Chameleon and Hermesia- 

nax, who are tibe source of the supposition, are 

considered as haying merely indulged in a poetical 

anachronism. * 

To infer the moral dispositions of a poet from 
the tone of sentiment which peryades his works, 
is sometimes a very falkcions analogy : but the 
soul of Anacreon speaks so unequivocally through 

* Barnes is convinced of the sji^chxQwm of Anacreon and 
Sappho; but Tery graiaitonsly. In citing bis autborities, it 
is strange that be neglected tbe line which Fulvius Ursinus 
has ^otedy as of Anacreon, among the testimooies to Sappho : 

Eif&t XmS^f iiMftp«f X«Mr^« wmf$tf9 uhf^atuv* 

Fabricios thinks that they might have been cotemporary, but 
considers their amour as a tale of imagination. Vossios rejects 
the idea entirely : as also Olaus Borricfaius, etc. etc. 
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his odes, that we may consult them as the faithful 
mirrors of his heart. * We find him there the ele- 
gant voluptuary, diffusing the seductive charm of 
sentiment over passions and propensities at which 
rigid morality must frown. His heart, devoted 
to indolence, seems to think that there is wealth 
enotfgh in happiness, but seldom happiness enough 
in wealth ; and the cheerfulness with which he 
brightens his old age is interesting and endearing : 



* An Italian poet, in some Tenes on BeUean's translation 
of Anacreon, pretends to imagine that our bard did not feel 
as he wrote. 

Lyaeiim, Venerem, Cnpidinemqut 
Senex lusit Anacreon poeta. 
Sed quo tempore nee capaciores 
Rogabat cjathos, nee inqaietis 
Urebator amoribus, sed ipsis 
Tantam versibus et jocis amabat, 
Nnllnm prae se habitum gerens amantis. 

To LoTe and Baccbns, erer young, 

While sage Anacreon touchM the lyre, 
He neither felt the loves he sung. 

Nor fili'd his bowl to Bacchus higher. 
Those flowery days had faded long, 

When jonih could act the lover's part ^ 
And passion trembled in his song. 

But never, never reached his heart. 
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ViVe his own rose, he is fragrant even in decay. 
Bat the most pecuHar feature of his mind is that 
Joye of simplicity, which he attributes to himself 
so very feelingly, and which breathes characteris- 
tically through all that he has sung. In truth, if 
we omit those vices in our estimate which ethnic 
religion not only connived at, but consecrated, 
we shall say that the disposition of our poet was 
amiable ; his morality was relaxed, but not aban- 
doned ; and virtue with her zone loosened, may 
be an emblem of the character of Anacreon. * 

Of his person and physiognomy time has pre- 
served such uncertain memorials, that perhaps it 



* Anacreon't character has been rarionsly coloured. Barnes 
lingOY on it with enthusiastic admiration, bat he is always 
extraTagant, if not sometimes CTen profane. M onstenr Baillet, 
who is in the opposite extreme, exaggerates too mnch the tes- 
timonies which he has consulted ; and we cannot surely agree 
with him when he cites such a compiler as Athencns, as " nn 
des plus saTans critiques de rantiquit^.**— Jngement des 
SaTans, M.CV. 

Barnes could not have read the passage to which he refers, 
when he accuses Le Fevre of haying censured our poet's cha- 
racter in a note on Longinus \ the note in question is mani- 
fest irony, in allusion to some reprehension which Le Fevre 
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wetr bettet to lea^e the pencil to fimcy ; and few 
csm fe*d liie Odes of Attacnson withotit imagining 
the ferm <tf liie atmiated old bafd, eiOfmed with 
itxicSy add singiti^ to die fjre. "^ 

Arfter the vety entimsiastre ealoginaas bestofWed 
by Ae ancients and moderns upon the poems of 
Anacreon,-}- we need not be diffident in expreS^g 



had t fl ffcW ^ ht bit AnHcreon ; and ic 2i erxdcnt diat piraise 
rather than censure is intimated. See Johacnnes Vulpios de 
Utilitate ^oetices, who lindicates oar poet's repatation. 

* Johannes Fa1>er, in his description of the coin of XJrsinus, 
mentioBsae head mi a very beantiM eoMieliMi, which he sup- 
poses was worn in a ring by some admirer of the poet. In the 
Iconcigtapfaift of Canini there h a yondiftd 'bead c^ Anaorten 
from a Grecian medal, with the letters TEIOZ aronnd it; 
on the reverse there is a Neptune, holding a spear in his right 
hand, and a dclpUn in the left, with ^ word TtAlXt^^ 
inscribed, ''tolendoci denotare (says Canfau) die quelle citta* 
dini la conSasseto in honore del suo compatriota poeta.*" 
There is afso amoflg the coins of De Wilde, ofle which, 
thott^ it bears no effigy, was probarbly strtiek to die n ie mo iy 
of Anacreon. It has the word TnUZR^ eacifdra wHh an 
ivy crcr^n. '* At qtddni respicit'baec corona Auaciteontem, 
nobilem lyricum?" — De Wilde. 

■f Besides those which are extant, he wrote hymns, elegies, 
epigrafiis^ etc. Some of the epigrams stilt exist. Borac6 al- 
ludes to a poem at his upon the rivalry of Circe and Penelope 
in the affections of Ulysses, lib. i. od. 17. The scholiast upon 
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our yaptaMS at tfaeir beattty, nor hesitate to pro* 
iMMmce theaoa tke most poUshed remains of anti- 
qmity . * Thcj ait aH beatity, dft enchantmemt. f 
Oe steals «s so insenriUy alonj; with hkn, that 



Hieandcf ekes » firagmtut hemk a ^oein^ n^on de^ hj ioU* 
creon, and auribates to him likewise a mediciaal treatue« 
FiilgsDtias mentioiu a worL of His upon the war between 
Jo^iter and lihe TilMUy md ihe oiigin of die coaMtestion of 
die eag^e. 

* dee Horace, Haiumus Tyrias, etc. ** His style (says Sca« 
ligfer) ia JweeMT than fht juree of the Indfen reed.** Poetiees, 
lih. i. cap. 44* — " From die softness of his yerses (says Olaut 
Borrichius) the ancients bestowed on him the epithets sweet, 
difc€ite» gnocftdy Ac.** Diiaavutio«ea AeadenueaB^ de Poetis, 
diss, a.— Scaliger again praises him in « pnn ; speaking of the 
/tflAff, or ode, ** Anacreon autem non solum dcdit hxc /isiAjp 
Med Atimi in ipsia mcUft.*''^9ea ihe passage of Rapin^ qnoied 
by all the editors. I cannot omit citing the following yery 
spirited apostrophe of the author of the Commentary prefixed 
to the Parma edition : " yoa aublimea anima^ voa ApoUmia 
alumni, qui post n'num Alcmanem in tot& Hellade lyricam 
pnMiM'aflcuselustitf, colnistii, ampfifieMtl's, c|[d«so^tosantdKii 
nn^oam fnerit rates qui Teio cantori vel naturae candoce vel 
metri suaYitate palmam przripuerit.*' See likewise Vincenzo 
Grtwini Aeila lUg^ Poetic, libvo prHuo, p. 97.-^Among the 
Ritratti del GaTalier Blarino, there is one of Anacreon begin- 
ning Gingetemi la fronte, etc. et£. 

f " We may perceiTC," says Vossius, " that the iteration 
of Idi ivMda eoadiieea tvry much to die sweetaesas of hts 
st^^ lieaiy SieplMifr vMiark^ fhe same heMttf in « mMe 



x( tRMABlS ON A^ACREDir. 

we sympatiuie eveo in his excesses. In his aina« 
tory odes there is a delicacy of compliment not 
to be foond in any other ancient poet. Lotc at 
that period was lather an nnieined emotion ; and 
the intercoone of the sexes was animated more 
by passion than sentiment. They knew not those 
little tendernesses which form the spiritaal part 
of affection ; their expression of feeling was 
therefore rode and nnraried, and the poetry of 
Love deprived of its most captivating graces. 
Anacreon, how e ver, attained some ideas of this 
gallantry ; and the same delicacy of mind which 
led him to this refinement, prevented him firom 
yielding to the fireedom of language, which has 
sallied the pages of all the other poets. His de- 
scriptions are warm ; bat the warmth is in the 
ideas, not the words. He is sportive withoat 
being wanton, and ardent withoat being licen-* 
tioas. His poetic invention is most brilliantly 
displayed in those allegorical fictions which so 

on the forty-fomtb ode. This figure of itendon U his mott 
appropriate grace. The modem writers of JuTenilia and Basia 
hare adopted it to an excess whidi destroys the effect. 
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many have endeayoured to imitate, because all 
have confessed them to be inimitable. Simpli- 
city is the distinguishing feature of these odes, 
and they interest by their innocence, while they 
fascinate by their beauty; they are,. indeed, the 
infants of the Muses, and may be said to lisp in 
numbers. 

I shall not be accused of enthusiastic partiality 

by those who have read and felt the original ; 

but to others I am conscious that this should not 

be the language of a translator, whose faint re- 

« 
flection of these beauties can but little justify his 

admiration of them. 

In the age of Anacreon music and poetry i^ere 

inseparable. These kindred talents were for a 

long time associated, and the poet always sung 

his own compositions to the lyre. It is probable 

that they were not set to any regular air, but 

rather a kind of musical recitation, which was 

varied according to the fancy and feelings of the 

moment.^ The poems of Anacreon were sung 

* In the Paris edition there are fbnr of the original odet set 
to mosic, by citizens Le Sueur, Gossec, Mehnl, and Chera-* 
bini. ''On chante da Latin «t de ritalien,^' saya Gaili 

TOL. Til. m 



^6 BrniUs 

at bflUMpiets as late as the time 9i Adhis 

irlio teUs OS diat he heud one of the odes peiw 

formed at a birth-day enAertuBmeBt.'*^ 

The nngolar beauty of our poet's style, and 
perhaps the careless £icilBty witfi which he ap* 
pears to have triied, have induced, as I re- 
marked, a number of imitatioiis. Souk haipe 
succeeded with wonderful fidicityy as may be 
discerned ih the few odes which are attri- 
buted to writers of a later period. But none 
of his emulators have been so dangevoiis to* his 
fame as those Greek ecderiastics of the early 
ages, who, conscious of inferiority to their proto- 
types, determined on removing the posrilHlity of 
comparison, and, under a semblance of moral 
zeal, destroyed the most exqfoisite treasures of 



** qaelqaefois.m^ne sans les entendi« ; qui emp^che qae nous 
ne chantions des odes Grecques ? " The chromatic learning 
of these composers is Tery unlike what we are told of the 
simple melody of the ancients ; and they have all mistaken 
the accentuauon of the words. 

* The Parma commentator is rather careless in referring to 
this passage of Aulas Gellius (lib. six. cap. -9). — ^The ode was 
not sang by the rhetorician Julianas, as he tays, but by' the 
minstrels of both sexes, who wen introduced at the enter- 
tuinmeat. 
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antiqaity.^ Sappho and Alcsus were among the 
nctiins of this violation; and the sweetest flowers 
of Grecian literature fell beneath the rude hand of 
ecdesiastical jHresumption. It is true they pre- 
tended that this sacrifice of genius was canonized by 
the interests erf religion ; but I have already assigned 
the most probaUe motive; f and if Gregorius Na- 
lianienus had not written Anacreontics, we might 
now perhaps have the works of the Teian unmu- 
tilated, and be empowered to say exultingly with 
Horace, 

Nee 81 qnid olim lasil Anacreon 
Dderit xtas. 

The seal by which these bishops professed to be 
actuated gave birth more innocently, indeed, to 

* See wliAt Colomesius, in his " Literary Treasures,** has 
quoted from Alcyonias de Ezilio ; it may be ibond in Baxter. 
Colomesius, after citing the passage, adds, ''H«c anro contra 
cara non potni non apponere.** 

•f We may percciye by the beginning of the first hymn of 
Bishop Synesins, that he made Anacreon and Sappho his mo- 
dels of composition. 

Ayi fii$t Myttm ^•ffMyi 

Mtrm AtwCtnf n ^sAsr«ir. 

Uargonins and Damasceaiu were likewise aathon of pious 
Anacreontics. 
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an absurd species of panxly, as repugnant to piety 
as it is to taste, where the poet of voluptuousness 
was made a preacher of the gospel, and his muse, 
like the Venus in armour at Lacedaemon, was 
arrayed in all the severities of priestly instruction. 
Such was the '^ Anacreon Recantatus,** by Garo^ 
lus de Aquino, a Jesuit, published 1701, which 
consisted of a series of palinodes to the several songs 
of our poet. Such too was the Christian Anacreon 
of Patrignanus, another Jesuit,'^ who preposter- 
ously transferred to a most sacred subject all that 
Anacreon had sung to festivity. 

His metre has been very frequently adopted by 
the modem Latin poets. Scaliger, Taubmannus, 
Barthius,t and others, have evinced that it is by 
no means uncongenial with that language. § The 

* This, perhaps, is the '' Jesuita qnidam Gnecnlas'^ alluded 
to by Barnes, -who has himself composed an Afm»ftti/9 XftTt-- 
rnufy as absurd as the rest, but somewhat more skilfullj 
executed. 

f I have seen somewhere an account of the MSS. of Bar- 
thius, written just after his death, which mentions many more 
Anacreontics of his than I believe have ever been published. 

J Thus too Albertns, a Danish poet : 

Fidii tui minister 
Gaudebo semper esse 
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Anacreontics of Scaliger, however, scarcely de* 
serve the name ; they are glittering with conceits^ 
and, though often elegant, are always laboured. 
The beautiful fictions of Angerianus,'^ have pre- 
served more happily than any, the delicate turn 
of those allegorical fables, which, frequently pass- 
ing through the mediums of version and imita- 
tion, have generally lost their finest rays in the 
transmission. Many of the Italian poets have 
sported on the subjects,* and in the manner of 
Anacreon. Bernardo Tassp first introduced Uie 
metre which was afterwards polished and en- 
riched by Ghabriera and others.f If we may judge 
by the references of Degen, the German language 

Gaudebo semper illi 
Li tare thnre inalso; 
Gandebo semper iUum 
Laudare pumilillis 
Anacreonticillis. 

See tbe Danish Poets collected by Aoitgaard. 

These pretty littlenesses defy translation. There is a Tery. 
beautiful Anacreontic by Hugo Grotius. See lib. i. Farra- 
ginis. 

* From AngerianuSy Prior has taken his most elegant my- 
thological subjects. 

t See Cresimbeni, Historia della Volg. Poes. 
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abounds in Anacreontic imitations: and Hage- 
dom * is one among many who have assumed him 
as a model. La Farre, Ghaulieu, and the other 
light poets of France, have professed too to cul<^ 
tivate the muse of T^os ; but they have attained 
all her negligence with little of the grace that em- 
bellishes it. In the delicate bard of Schirasf we 
find the kindred spirit of Anacieon : some of his 
gazelles, or songs, possess all the character of our 
poel. 

We come now to a retrospect of the editions 
of Anacreon. To Henry Stephen we are indebted 
for haying first recovered his remains from the 
obscurity in which they had reposed for so many 
ages. He found the seventh ode, as we are told, 
on the cover of an old book, and communicated 
it to Yictorius, who mentions the circumstance in 
his " Various Readings." Stephen was then very 
young ; and this discovery was considered by some 

* L'aimable Hagedom vaut qnelqaefois Anacreon. Dorat, 
Id^e de la Poesie Allemande. 

f See Toderini on the learning of the Turks, as translated 
by De Coumard. Prince Cantemir has made the Russians 
acquainted with Anacreon. See his Life, prefixed to a trans- 
lation of his Satires, by the Abb<^ de Guasco. 
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Clitics of that day as a literary imposition. * In 
i5549 howerer, he gaTe Anacveon to the world^f 
accompanied with annotations and a Latin yersion 
of the greater part of the odes. ' The learned still 
hesitated to receive them as the relics of tihe Teian 
bard| and sospected them to be the fabrication of 
some monks of the sixteenth century. This tras 
an idea from which the classic muse recoiled ; and 
the Vatican manttscript^ consulted by Scaliger and 
Salmasios, confirmed the antiquity of most of the 
poems. A very inaccurate copy of this MS. was 
taken by Isaac Yossius, and this is the authority 
which Barnes has followed in his collation ; ac-« 
cordingly he misrepresents almost as often as he 
quotes ; and the subsecpient editors, relying upon 

* RoberteUnSy in his work " De Ratione corrigendi,*' pro- 
■onnces these verses to be the triflings of some insipid Grxcist. 

i* Ronsard commemorates this event : 

Je vay boire k Henri Etienne 

Qui des enfers nons a rendu. 

Da vieil Anacreon perdn, 
^ donee lyre Teienne. Ode xv. book fi. 

I fill the bowl to Stephen's name. 
Who rescued from the gloom of night 

The Teian bard of festive fame, 
And brought his living lyre to light. 



3a REMARKS OW ANACREOIT. 

him, have spoken of the manuscript with not less 
confidence than ignorance. The literary world 
has, at length, been gratified with this curious 
memorial of the poet, by the industry of the 
Abb^ Spaletti, who, in 1781, published at Rome a 
fac-simile of the pages of the Vatican manuscript, 
which contained the odes of Anacreon.* 

Monsieur Gail has given a catalogue of all the 
editions and translations of Anacreon. I find their 
number to be much greater than I could possibly 
have had an opportunity of consulting. I shall 
therefore content myself with enumerating those 
editions only which I have been able to collect ; 
they are very few, but I believe they are the most 
important : — 

The edition by Henry Stephen, i554, at Paris — 
the Latin version is, by Colomesius, attributed to 
John Dorat. f 



* This manuscript, which Spaletti thinks as old as the 
tenth century, was brought from the Palatine into the Vatican 
library ; it is a kind of anthology of Greek epigrams ; and in 
the 676ih page of it are found the ^^ttfiim w^fMC^viMtM 
of Anacreon. 

•[- « Le m^me (M. Vossina) m'a dit qu^il ayait poss^d^ an 
Anacr^n, oil. Scaliger avait.marqu^ de sa main, qa'Henri 
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The old French translations, by Ronsard and 
Belleau-— the former published in 1 555, the latter 
in r556. It appears that Henry Stephen cpmrnu- 
nicated his manuscript of Anacreon to Ronsard 
before he published it, by a note of Muretus upon 
one of the sonnets of that poet. * 

The edition by Le Feyre, 1660. 

The edition by Madame Dacier, 1681, with a 
prose translation, j* 

The edition by Longepierre, i684» ^^^ ^ trans- 
lation in verse. 

The edition by Baxter ; London, i6g5. 

A French translation by La Fosse, 1704* 

** L'Histoire des Odes d'Anacr^onj'' by Mon- 
sieur Gacon; Rotterdam, 171a. 

Edenne n'l^uiit pas Panteur de la Tcrsion Latine dei odes de 
ce po€ie, mais Jean Dorat." Paulus ColometiaSy Particn- 
larites. 

Colomesiai, faoweyer, seems to hare relied too implicitly 
on Vossius : almost all these Particiilarit<fs begin with ** M . 
Yossins m'a dit.*" 

''^ " La fiction de ce sonnet, comme Pauteur mdme m^a dit, 
est prise d^ine ode d' Anacreon, encore non imprim^, qa*il a 
depuis traduite, rv fitf ^lA^ ;|(iAi^F." 

i> The author of NouvcUes de la Repub. des Lett, praises 
this translation very liberally. I hare always thought it yaguc 
and spiritieiB. 

a. 
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A translation in English verse, by sereral hands, 
17 1 3, in which the odes by Cowley are inserted. 

The edition by Barnes; London, 1721. 

The edition by Dr. Trapp, 1733, with a Latin 
version in elegiac metre. 

A translation in English verse, by John Addison, 
1735. 

A collection of Italian translations of Anacreon, 
published at Venice, 1736, consisting of those by 
Gorsini, Regnier, ^ Salvini, Marchetti, and one by 
several anonymous authors, f 

A translation in English verse, by Fawkes and 
Doctor Broome, 1760. § 

Another, anonymous, 1 768. 

The edition by Spaletti, at Rome, 1781 ; with 
the facsimile of the Vatican MS. 



* The notes of Regnier are not inserted in this edition : 
they most be interesting, as they were for the most part com- 
municated by the ingenious Menage, who, we may perceive, 
bestowed some research on the subject, by a passage in the 
Menagiana — *'Cest anssi lui (M. Bigot) qui s*est donu^ la 
peine de conf<^rer des manascrits en Italic dans le temps que je 
travaillais sur Anacreon.''— Menagiana, seconde partie. 

-J- 1 find in Haym*s Notizia de' Libri rari, an Italian trans- 
lation mentioned, by Cappone in Venice, 1670. 

S This is the most complete of the English translations. 
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The edition by Degen, 1786, who published 
also a German translation of Anacreon, esteemed 
the best. 

A translation in English yerse, by Urquhart^ 

1787. 

The edition by Gitoyen Gail, at PariSy seventh 
year, 17999 with a prose translation. 
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ODE I * 

I SAW the smiling bard of pleasure, 
The minstrel of the Teian measure ; 
'Twas in a ybion of the night, 
He beam'd upon my wondering sight ; 
I heard his yoice, and warmly press'd 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 
His tresses wore a silvery die, 
But beauty sparkled in his eye ; . 
Sparkled in his eyes of fire. 
Through the mist of soft desire. 

* Thif ode if the first of the series in the Vatican mannscripty 
which attributes it to no other poet than Anacreon. They 
who assert that the manuscript imputes it to Basilius, have 
been misled by the words Tir motm fimnXtnMs in the margin, 
which are merely intended as a titl^ to the following ode. 
Whether it he the production of Anacreon or not, it has all 
the features of ancient simplicity, and is a beautiful imitation 
of thepoet^s happiest manner. 

Sparkled in hU eyes offire^ 

Through the mist ofiofi desire."] ** How could he know 
at the first look (says fiaxtw) that the poet was ^lAi vF#f ?" 
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His lip exhaled^ trhene'er he sigh'd^ 

The firagraDce of the racy tide ; 

And, as with weak and reeling feet, 

He came my cordial kiss to meet, 

An infant of the Cyprian band 

Gaided him on with tender hand. 

Quick from his glowing brows he drew 

His braid, of many a wanton hue ; 

I took the braid of wanton twine, 

It breathed of him and blush'd with wine I 

There are surely mftny tell-tales of this propensity ; and the 
following are the indices, which the physiognomist gives, de- 
scrihing a disposition perhaps not nnlike that of Anacreon : 

0^^«A/C«l KXut^6fiHf6ty Ktff€MI969Ttf CV ttVTdtfy Uf tt^fhntt 

MMt tvx'x^uttv twrotifTttt, MTt ^t mi^KUy «ri juusirpysi, vn 
^unme (pttuXfis, «i*f tiftitnt — Adamantins. '' The eyes that 
are humid and fluctuating show a propensity to pleasure and 
love; they bespeak too a mind of integrity and beneficence, 
a generosity of disposition, and a genius for poetry.** 

Baptista Porta tells us some strange opinions of the ancient 
physiognomists on this subject, their reasons for which were 
curious, and perhaps not altogether fiinciful. Vide Physiog- 
nom. Johan. Baptist. Ports. 

1 took the braid oj wanton twine. 

It breathed nfhim, etc,"] Philostratns has the same thought 
in one of his EfttriKUf where he speaks of the garland which 
he had sent to h\s mistress. * El /ii y8«Afi Ti ^f>ar X^f^" 

fid9§f «AA« MSI 9ir. ** If thon art inclined to gratify thy 
lover, send him back the remains of the garland, no longer 
breathing of roses only, bat of theoP Which pretty ooa« 
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I hang it o'er my thoughtless brow, 
And ah I I feel its magic now ! 
I feel that eyen his garland's touch 
Can make the bosom loye too much ! 

ceit is borrowed (as the anthor of the Observer remarks) ia 
a well-known little song of Ben Jonson*s :— 

<' But thoa thereon didst only breathe. 
And sent it back to me ; 
Since when, it looks and smells, I swear, 
Not of itself, but thee ! " 

And ah I I fed iu magic now. '2 'I'^i* >dea, as Longer 
pierre remarks, is in an epigram of the seventh book of the 
Anthologia. 

E^cTt fMt wifVTt 9Vf trait 9u Xap$x?M 
Am^^n riff thus af/^ftZoM rt^afUSy 

While I unconscious qnaflPd my wine, 

Twas then thy fingers slyly stole 
Upon my brow that wreath of thine. 

Which since has madden'd all my soul ! 
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ODE II. 

GiYE lue the harp of epic song, 
Which Homer's finger thrill'd along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme I sing. 
Proclaim the laws of festal rite, 
I'm monarch of the board to-night ; 
And all arcund shall brim as high. 
And quaif the tide as deep as I ! 
And when the cluster's mellowing dews 
Their warm, enchanting balm infuse, 
Our feet shall catch the elastic bound, 
And reel us through the dance's round. 
Oh Bacchus ! we shall sing to thee. 
In wild but sweet ebriety 1 
And flash around such sparks of thought, 
As Bacchus could alone have taught I 

Proclaim the laws of festal rite,'] The ancients pre- 
scribed certain laws of diinking at their festivals, for an 
account of which see the commentators. Anacreon here 
acts the symposiarcb, or master of the festival. I have trans- 
lated according to those who consider »vxfAA« hofttstf as 
an inyersion of ^f ajtsvr »09'iAA«f . 
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Then give the harp of epic song, 
Which Honaer's finger thrill'd along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme I sing ! 



ODE III * 

Listen to the Muse's lyre, 
Master of the penciVs fire ! 
Sketcli'd in painting's bold display, 
Many a city first pourtray ; 
Many a city, revelling free. 
Warm with loose festivity. 
Picture then a rosy train, 
Bacchants straying o'er the plain ; 
Piping as they roam along, 
Roundelay or shepherd-song. 

♦ Monsieur La Fosie has thought proper to lengthen this 
poem by considerabre interpolations of his own, which he 
thinks are indispensably necessary to the completion of the 
descripuoji. 
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Paint me next, if painting may 
' Sach a theme as this pourtray. 
All the happy heayen of loye. 
These elect of Cupid proye. 



ODE IV.* 

Vulcan! hear your glorious task ^ 
I do not from your labours ask 
In gorgeous panoply to shine, 
For war was ne'er a sport of mine» 
No — ^let me have a silyer bowl, 
Where I may cradle all my soul ; 
But let not o'er its simple frame 
Tour mimic constellations flame ; 
Nor graye upon the swelling side 
Orion, scowling o'er the tide. 
I care not ^or the glittering wane. 
Nor yet the weeping sister train. 

* This is the ode which Aiilus Gellias tells as was per- 
formed hy minstrels at an entertainment where he was 
present. 
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But oh ! let yines luxuriant roll 
Their blushing tendrils round the bowl. 
While many a rose-lipp'd bacchant maid 
Is culling clusters in their shade.. 
Let sylyan gods, in antic shapes, 
Wildly press the gushing grapes ; 
And flights of loyes, in wanton ringlets, 
Flit around on golden winglets ; 
While Venus, to her mystic bower, 
Beckons the rosy vintage-Power. 

mule many a rose-lipped bacchant maid, efc] I have 
^ven this according to the Vaucan manuscript, in which the 
ode concludes with the following lines, not inserted accurately 
in any of the editions : 

Km fiiTfvmt xmr iurmf 

Kmt Xf^^^f ^*^ tfitrufy 
Kmi Ktfihf 9f y%>i0nt9y 

Efitrm ft A^fihrtif' 
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ODE v."" 

Grate me a cup with brilliant grace. 
Deep as the rich and holy yase, 
Which on the shrine of Spring reposes. 
When shepherds hail that hour of roses. 
Graye it with themes of chaste design, 
Form*d for a heayenly bowl like mine. 
Display not there the barbarous rites, 
In which religious zeal deUghts ; 
Nor any tale of tragic fate, 
Which history trembles to relate ! 
No— cull thy fancies from aboye, 
Themes of heayen and themes of loye. 
Let Bacchus, Joye's ambrosial boy^ 
Distil the grape in drops of joy, 
And while he smiles at eyery tear. 
Let warm-eyed Venus, dancing near, 

* Degen thinks that this ode is a more modem imitation'of 
the preceding. There is a poem hy Caelius Galcagninus, in 
the manner of both, where he gives instructions about the 
making of a ring. 

Tomabis annulnm mihi 

£t fabre, et aptc, et commode, etc. etc. 



J 



ODBS OF ANACREOir. 4^ 

With spirits of the genial hed, 
The dewy herbage deftly tread. 
Let Loye be there, without his arms, 
hi timid nakedness of charms ; 
And all the Graces link'd with Love, 
Blushing through the shadowy grove ; 
While rosy boys disporting round, 
In circlets trip the yelvet ground ; 
But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 
I tremble for my rosy boys I 

Let Loue be there, •without his arms, etc,'] Thoft Sanna- 
"laD) in the eclogue of Gallicio nell^ Arcadia : 

Vegnan li vaghi Amori 
Senza fiammelleV 6 strali, 
Scberzando insieme pargoletti e nudi. 

Fluttering on the busy wing, 

A train of naked Cupids came, 
Sporting round in harmless ring, 

Without a dart, without a fliune. 

And thus in the ?eryigiliam Veneris : 

Ite nymphs, posuit arma, feriatus est amor. 

Love is disarmM— ye nymphs, in safety stray, 
Tour bosoms now may boast a holiday I 

But ah! if there Apollo toys, 

I tremble for my rosy boy* ' ] An allusion to the fable, 
that ApoUo had killed his beloved boy Hyacinth, while play- 
ing with him at quoiu. ** This (says M. La Fosse) is as- 
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ODE VI * 

As late I sought the spangled bowers, 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers, 
Where many an early rose was weeping, 
I found the urehin €upid sleeping. 

taredly the sense of the text, and it cannot admit of any 
other/' 

The Italian translators, to save themselTes the tronUe of a 
note, have taken the liberty of making Anacreon explain this 
fable. Thus SaWini, the mbst literal of any of them : 

Ma con lor non giuochi Apollo j 

Che in fiero risco 

Col duro disco 

A Giacinto fiaccd il coUo. 

* The Vatican MS. pronounces this beautifol fiction to be 
the genuine offspring of Anacreon. It has all the features of 
the parent : 

et facile insciis 
Hoscitetnr ab omnibus. 

The commentators, however, have attributed it to Jottan^ 
a royal poet. 

Where many an early rose was weeping, 
I found the urchin Cupid sleeping,^ This idea is prettily 
imiuted in the following epigram by Andreas 'Naugerius : 

Florentes dum forte ragans mea Hyella per hortos 

Texit odoratis lilia cana rosis, 
Ecce. rosas inter latitantem inrenit amorem 

Et simnl annexii floribus implienit. 
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■ I caught the boy, a goblet's tide 
Was richly mantling by my side, 
I caught him by bis downy wing. 
And wheWd him in the racy spring. 

Lacutur primo, et contra aiteiitibus alis 

Indomitns tentat solvere Tincta puer, 
Moz ubi lacteolas et dignas matre papillas 

Vidit et ora ipsos mata morere Deos. 
Impositosqae conue ambrosios nt sentit odores 

Quosqae legit diii messe beatus Arabs ; 
" I (dixit) mea, quaere noTum tibi mater amoreoty 

^* Imperio sedes haec erit apta meo.*' 

As fair Uyella, through the bloomy groye, 
A wreath of many mingled flowerets wove. 
Within a rose a sleeping love she found. 
And in the twisted wreaths the baby bound. 
Awhile he struggled, and impatient tried 
To break the rosy bonds the virgin tied^ 
But when he saw her bosom's milky swell, 
Her features, where the eye of Jove might dwell ; 
And caught the ambrosial odours of her hair. 
Rich as the breathings of Arabian air ; 
** Oh ! mother Venus'* (said the raptured child 
By charms, of more than mortal bloom, beguiled), 
** Go, seek another boy, thou'st lost thine own, 
" Uyella's bosom shall be Cupid's throne ! '' 

This epigram of Raugerius is imitated by Lodovico Dolce, 
in a poem beginning 

Mentre racco^ie hor uno, hor altro fiore 
Vicina a nn rio di chiare et lacid' onde^ 
Lidia, etc. etc. 
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Oh ! then I drank the poison'd bowl. 
And Love now nestles in my soul ! 
Tes, yes, my soul is Cupid's nest, 
I feel him fluttering in my breast. 



f» 



ODE VII.* 

The women tell me every day 

That all my bloonci has past away. 

" Behold," the pretty wantons cry, 

'' Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 

<' The locks upon thy brow are few, 

<< And, like the rest, they're withering too ! 

Whether decline has thinn'd my hair, 

I'm sure I neither know nor care ; 



* Albert! has imitated this ode, in a poem beginning 

JTisa mi dice e Clori 
Tirsi, tu se' par veglio. 

HHuBiher decline has thinn'd my hair, 

Fm sure I neither know nor care. ] Henry Stephen yerj 
justly remarks the elegant negligence of expression in the 
original here : 

Eir* f <#ff , fir' MryA^sf 
O0» 9tik, 
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But this I know, and this I feel, 
As onward to the tomb I steal, 
That still as death approaches nearer, 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer ; 
And had I but an hour to liye, 
That little hour to bliss Vd give ! 

And Longepierre has adduced from Catullus, what be think* 
a similar instance of this simplicity of manner : 

Ipse qiiis sit, utrum sit, an non sit, id quoque hescit. 

Longepierre was a good critic, but perhaps the line which 
he has selected is a specimen of a carelessness not very ele- 
gant j at the same time I confess, that none of the Latin 
poets have ever appeared to me so capable of imitating the 
graces of Anacreon as Catullus, if he had not allowed a de- 
praved imagination to hurry him so often into yulgar licen* 
tiousness. 

Tliat Mtill as death approaches nearer. 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer ; ] Pontanus has a 
▼ery delicate thought upon the subject of old age : 

Quid rides, Matrona ? senem quid temnis amantem f . 
Quisqnis amat null4 est conditione senex. 

Why do you scorn my want of youth, 
And with a smile my brow behold? 

Lady, dear I believe this truth, 
That he who loves cannot be oldt 
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ODE VIII.* 

I CABE not for the idle state 
Of Persia's king,, the rich, the great ! 
I enyy not the monarch's throne, 
Nor wish the treasured gold my own. 
Bat oh ! be mine the rosy braid, 
The fervour of my brows to shade ; 
Be mine the odours, richly sighing, 
Amidst my hoary tresses flying. 

* "The German poei Letting has imitated this ode. Vol. i . 
p. 34*'' — Deg^n. Gail de Editionibus. 

Baxter conjectures that this was written upon the occasion 
of our poet's returning the money to Policrates, according to 
the anecdote in Stobaeus. 

/ care not for ift« idle Mlaie^ 

Of Persia'* king, etc.] " There is a fragment of Archi- 
locus in IHutarch, ' De tranquilliute animi,' which our poet 
has Tery closely imitated here : it begins, 

Ov fMi rm Tuytm tu w^Xo^^pveu f$t?iu.^ — Barites. 

In one of the monkish imitators of Anacreon we find the 
same thought. 

Ti 091 diAfir ytneiM s 
OiAf ir Tvyi «> r« mm rm $ 

Be mine the odours, richly sighing. 

Amidst my hoary tresses Jiying,"] In the original, fsvftn 
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To-day 111 haste to qiiaiF my wine. 
As if to-morrow ne'er shoold shine ; 
But if to-morrow comes, why tbcn^- 
rU haste to quaff my wine again. 
And thus while all our days are bright. 
Nor time has dimmed their bloomy light, 
Let us the festal hours beguile 
With mantling cup and cordial smile ; 



iSftxuf vV^vvr. On account of thi$ idea of perfnming 
the beard, Cornelias de Pauw pronounces the whole ode to 
be tbe spurious production of somelasciTious monk, who was 
nursing his beard with unguents. But he should hare known 
that this was an ancient eastern cus^pn, whicb» if we may 
bdieve Savary, still exists : *' Vous voyez, Monsieur (says this 
traTeller), que Tusage antique de se parfiimer la tilte et la 
barbe, * celebr^ par le propbMe R<m, subsiste encore de nos 
jours." — ^Lettre la. Sarary likewise cites this very ode of 
Anacreon. Angerianus has not thought the idea inconsistent ^ 
be bas introduced it in the following lines : 

Haec mihi cura, rosis et cingere tempora myrto, 

Et curas multo delapidare mero. 
Haec mihi cura, comas et barbam tingere succo 

Assyrio et dulces continuare focos. 

This he my care, to twine the rosy wreath, 
And drench my sorrows in the ample bowl^ 

To let my beard th* Assyrian unguent breathe, 
And give a loose to levity of soul I 

* " Sicut unguentum in capite quod descendit in barham 
Aaron.—Psaume i33." 
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And shed from every bowl of wine 

The richest drop on Bacchus' shrine I 

For death may come with brow unpleasant, 

May come when least we wish him present, 

And beckon to the sable shore, 

And grimly bid us— drink no more ! 



ODE IX * 

I PRAT thee, by ^e gods above, 
Give me the mighty bowl I love, 
And let me sing, in wild delight, 
a I will— I will be mad to-night! •* 

* The poet here is in a frenzy of enjoyment, and it is, in- 
deed, *' amabilis insania.** 

Furor di poesia, 
Di lascivia, e di vino, 
Triplicato furore, 
Bacco, Apollo, et Amore. 

Ritratti del Caralier Marino. 

This ii, as Scaliger expresses it, 

— Insanire dulce 
Et sapidnm furere furorem. 
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Alcmson once, as legends tell, 
Was frenzied by the fiends of hell ; 
Orestes too, with naked tread. 
Frantic paced the mountain head ; 
And why ? — a murder'd mother's shade 
Before their conscious fancy piay'd. 
But I can ne'er a murderer be, 
The grape alone shall bleed by me ; 
Yet can I rare, in wild delight, 
" I will— I will be mad to-night." 
The son of Jove, in days of yore. 
Imbrued his hands in youthful gore. 
And brandish'd, with a maniac joy. 
The quiver of the expiring boy : 
And Ajax with tremendous, shield, 
Infuriate scour'd the guiltless field. 
But I, whose hands no quiver hold. 
No weapon but this flask of gold, 
The trophy of whose frantic hours 
b but a scatter'd wreath of flowers ; 
Tet, yet can sing with wild delight, 
a I will— I will be mad to-night I " 



53 



54 ODES OF AfTACKEOir. 



ODE X * 

Tell me how to punish thee. 
For the mischief done to me ? 
Silly swallow ! prating thing, 
Shall I clip that wheeling wing ? 
Or, as Tereos did of old 
(So the (abled tale is told), 

^ This ode is addressed to a swallow. I find from Degea 
and from GaiPs index, that the German poet Weisse has 
imitated it, Scherz. Lieder. lib. ii. carm. 5; that Ramler also 
has imitated it, Lyr. Blumenlese, lib. ir. p. 335$ and some 
others. — ^See Gail de Editionibns. 

We are referred by Degen to that stupid book, the Epistles 
of Alciphron, tenth epistle, third book; where lophon com- 
plains to Eraston of being wakened, by the crowing of a 
-cock, from his Tision of riches. 

Silly swallow! prating things etc.'] The loquacity of 
%he swallow was proverbialized j thus Nicostratus : 

El rs ffvft)^iif MM wr$X?M itm r«;^f«r XmX%t9 

EAiysyr' «r if/^mf am^f^urtp^u vsAo. 

If in prating from morning till night, 

A sign of our wisdom there be, 
The swallows are wiser by rig^t. 

For they prattle much (aster than we. 

Or, as Tereus did of old, etc,"] Modem poetry has con- 
firmed the name of Philomel upon the ni^tingale j but many 
very respectable ancients assigned this metamorphose to Progne, 
and made Philomel the swallow, as Anacreon does here* 
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Shall I tear that tongae away, 
Tongae that uttered such a lay ? 
How unthinking hast thou been ! 
Long before the dawn was seen^ 
When I slumber'd in a dreana, 
(Loye was the delicious theme ! ) 
Just when I was nearly blest, 
Ah ! thy matin broke my rest ! 



ODE XL* 

'' Tell me, gentle youth, I pray thee. 
What in purchase shall I pay thee 
For this little waxen toy. 
Image of the Paphian boy?" 
Thus I said the other day, 
To a youth who pass'd my way : 
'* Sir," (he answer'd, and the while 
Answer'd all in Doric style,) 

4 

^ It is difficalt to presenre with any grace the narrative sim- 
plicity of this ode, and the hnmour of the turn with which 
it concludes. 1 feel that the translation must appear very 
Tapid, if not ludicrous, to an English reader. 
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** Take it, for a trifle take it ; 
Think not yet that I could make it ; 
Pray, believe it was not I ; 
No— it cost me many a sigh, 
And I can no longer keep 
Little gods, who murder sleep ! '* 
" Here, then, here," I said with joy, 
" Here is silver for the boy : 
He shall be my bosom guest. 
Idol of my pious breast ! " 
Little Lore ! thou now art mine. 
Warm me with that torch of thine ; 
Make me feel as I have felt^ 
Or thy waxen frame shall melt. 
I must burn in warm desire. 
Or thou, my boy, in yonder fire ! 

^nd I can no longer keep 

Little gods, who murder sleep / ] I have not literally ren- 
dered the epithet v«rr«^f«cr<» $ if it has any meaning here, 
it is one, perhaps, better omitted. 

/ must bum in warm desire, 

Or thou, my hoy, in yonder fire ! ] Monsieur Longepierre 
conjectures from this, that, whatever Anacreon might say,ii i 
sometimes felt the inconveniences of old age, and here solicits 
from the power of Love a warmth which he could no longer 
expect from Nature. 
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ODE XII. 

They tell how Atys, wild with loye. 
Roams the mount and haunted grove ; 
Gybele's name he howls around. 
The gloomy blast returns the sound ! 
Oft too by Glaros' hallow'd spring, 
The yotaries of the laurell'd king 
Quaff the inspiring, magic stream, 
And rave in wild prophetic dream. 

They tell how Atys, wild with hue. 

Roams the mount and haunted f;roue. ] There arc many 
contradictory stories of the loves of Cybele and Atys. It is 
certain that he was mutilated, but whether by his own fury, 
or her jealousy, is a point which authors are not agreed 
upon. 

Cyheltft name he howls aroundf efc] I have adopted 
the accentuation which Elias Andreas giyes to Cybele : 

In montibns Cyb^len 
Magno sonans boatu. 

Cfft too bjr Claros* hallowed spring, etc."] This fountain 
was in a groye, consecrated to Apollo, and situated between 
Colophon and Lebedos, in Ionia. The god had an orAcIe 
there. Scaliger has thut alluded to it in his Anacreondca : 

Scmel ut concitus cestro, 
Veluti qui Clarias aquas, 
Ebibere loquaces. 
Quo plus canunt, plura volunt. 

3. 






But frenzied dreams are not for me, 
Great Bacchus is my deity ! 
Full of mirth, and full of him, 
While weaves of perfume round me swim ; 
While flavoured bowls are full supplied^ 
And you sit blushing by my side, 
I will be mad and raving too-^ 
Mad, my girl! with love for you! 



ODE XIII. 

* 

1 WILL f I will ; the conflict's past. 
And ni consent to love at last. 
Cupid has long with smiling art, 
Invited me to yield my heart { 
And I have thought that peace of mind 
Should not be for a smile resign*d ; 
And Fve repell'd the tender lure. 
And hoped my heart should sleep secure. 

fFTiile waues of perfume, etc."] Spaletti has mistaken the 
import oiM^f%9^%tfy as applied to the poet's mistress : '* Mei^ 
fatigatus amic4.'' He interprets it, in a sense which must 
want either delicacy or gallantry. 
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But, slighted in his boasted charms, 
The angry infant flew to arms ; 
He slung his quiver's golden frame. 
He took his bow, his shafts of flame. 
And proudly summoned me to yield. 
Or meet him on the martial field. 
And what did I unthinking do ? 
I took to arms, undaunted too ;— 

^nd what did I unthinking do ? 

/ took to arms, undawUed too, ] Longepierre has quoted 
an epigram from the Anthologia, in which the poet assumes 
Reason as the armour against Love. 

Q,wXt9fuu WTfs tfmTM wrtpi rtpui9t Asy<s/so> 

0r«rsr ^ a^afmrm avnXtvnfmt, tif ^ fi§ti^»f 
B#»;^«r txnt '**< /s«'«r vp«f J^' fy« ^ufoftm i 

With Reason I cover my breast as a shield, 
And fearlessly meet litUe Lore in the field ; 
Thus fighting his godship, 111 ne'er be dismayed ; 
But if Bacchus should erer adrance to hit aid, 
Alas I then, unable to combat the two, 
Unfortunate warrior ! what should I do ? 

This idea of the irresistibility of Cupid and Bacchus united, 
is delicately expressed in an lulian poem, which is so very 
Anacreontic that I may be pardoned for introducing it. In- 
deed, it is an imitation of our poet's sixth ode. 

Layossi Amore in quel vicino fittme 
Ore giuro (Pastor) che berend ?io 
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Assumed the corselet, shield, and spear, 
And, like Pelides, smiled at fear. 
Then (bear it, all you Powers above ! ) 
I fought with Love! I fought with Love I 
And now his arrows all were shed — 
And I had just in terrors fled — 
When, heaving an indignant sigh, 
To see me thus unwounded fly, 

Bevei le fianune, anzi V istesso Dio, 
C hor con V htunide piuine 
LasciveUo mi scherza al cor intomo. 
Ma che sarei s* io lo beyessi an giomo 
Bacco, nel tuo liquore? 
Sarei, piu cbe non sono ebro d'Amord. 

The urchin of the bow and ^iver 
Was bathing in a neighbonring river^ 
Where, as 1 drank on yester-eye 
(Shepherd-youth ! the tale belieye), 
'Twas not a cooling, crystal drau^t, 
'Twas liquid flame I madly quafTd ; 
For Love Was in the rippling tide, 
I felt him to my bosom glide. 
And now the wily, wanton minion 
Plays o'er my heart with restless pinion^ 
This was a day of fatal star. 
But were it not more fatal far. 
If, Bacchus, in thy cup of iire, 
I found this fluttering, young desire ? 
Then, then indeed my soul should prove. 
Much more than ever, drunk with Iotc ! 
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Andy having now no other dart, 
He glanced himself into my heart I 
My heart — alas the luckless day ! 
Received the God, and died away. 
Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield ! 
Thy lord at length was forced to yield. 
Vain, vain, is every outward care, 
My foe's within, and triumphs there. 



ODE XIV.* 

Count me, on the summer trees, 
Every leaf that courts the breeze ; 

^nd, having now no other dart, 

Be glanced himself into mjr heart I ] Drjden has paro- 
died this thought in th^ following extrayagant lines : 



-I'm all o'er Love ^ 



Nay, I am Loye j Love shot, and shot so fast, 
He shot himself into my breast at last. 

* The poet, in this catalogue of his mistresses, means nothing 
more than, bj a lively hyperbole, to tell us that his heart, 
unfettered by any one object, was warm with devotion to- 
wards the sex in general. Cowley is indebted to this ode for 
the hint of his ballad, called "The Chronicle j" and the 
learned Monsieur Menage has imitated it in a. Greek Ana> 
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Goant me, on the foamy deep, 
Every wave that sinks to sleep ; 

creontic, which has so much ease and spirit^ that the reader 
may not he displeased at seeing it here : 

Ei mXat0f rm ^oAA«) 
AtifitMfius rt wumfy 
El 9V)cr«f tH-ftt wttfray 
UMftutrtUf ri 4'«^u^y;, 
'AAsr Ti KUfimrmhiy 
Awfijf, Bi«y, uftifc%tfy 
KMt rvf tfthf ipttTtis 
A»ftf Bttif tcfi$f$tt9, 

X^iKftify Minify Mtyirn^y 

Atvittit Tt tuu Ml A«iy«9, 

Stlftl'i^kf Tt WM9»f 

'O ns ^tXtf ^tXtiat. 
Uuvrmf Kif§g fitf t^if. 

Avriyy umr Efmrmty 
AtTwatftcf A^p^hrnfy 
Xpvnit, KttXiify y?iVKUti9y 
EpatofAffy whiftjty 
Att fC9ftif ^lAiynsi 
Eyifyi fcn ^auufitif. 

Tell the foliage of the woods, 
Tell the billows of the floods, 
Nnmber midnight's starry store, 
And the sands that crowd the shore ^ 
Then, my fiion, thou mayst count 
Of my loves the vast amount ! 
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Then, when you haye numbered these 
Billowy tides and leafy -trees, 

Fvc been losing, all my days. 
Many nymphs, in many i/vays, 
Virgin, widow, maid, and wife—- 
I've been doting all my life. 
Naiads, Nereids, nymphs of fountains, 
Goddesses of groyes and mountains. 
Fair and sable, great and small, 
Yes- 1 swear Pye loved them all ! 
Every passion soon was over, 
I was bu t the moment's lover ; 
Oh ! Pm such a roving elf, ' 
That the Queen of Love herself. 
Though she practised all her wiles, 
Rosy blnshes, golden smiles. 
All her beauty's proud endeavour 
Could not chain my heart for ever I 

CowU me, on the summer trees, 

Euery leaf, etc.] This figure is called, by the rhetoricians, 
mihfmT%fy and is very frequently made use of in poetry. 
The amatory writers have exhausted a world of imagery by 
it, to express the infinity of kisses, which they 'require from 
the lips of their mistresses : in this Catullus led the way. 

•^Quam sidera multa, com facet nox, 

Furtivos hominum vident amores ; 

Tam te basia multa basiare 

Vesano satis, et super Catullo est : 

Qns nee pernumerare curiosi 

Possint, nee mala fascinare lingua. Carm. 7. 

As many stellar eyes of light. 
As throng the silent waste of night. 
Gating upon this world of shade. 
Witness some secret youth and maid, 



64 ODES OF ANAGREON. 

Count me all the flames I proye. 
All the gentle nymphs I love. 
First, of pure Athenian maids 
Sporting in their olive shades, 
You may reckon just a score ; 
Nay, ril grant you fifteen more. 
In the sweet Corinthian grove, 
Where the glowing wantons rove, 
Chains of beauties may be found. 
Chains, by which my heart is bound ; 

Who, fair as thou and fond as I, 

In stolen joys enamourM lie ! 

So many kisses, ere I sluoaber, 

Upon th6se dew-bright lips I'll number j 

So many vermil, honey'd kisses, 

Enyy can never count our blisses. 

No tongue shall tell the sum, but mine ; 

No lips shall fascinate, but thine ! 

Itt the sweet Corinthian grope, 

Where the glowing -wantons rove, clc] Corinth was 
very famous for the beauty and the number of its courte-r 
zans. Venus was the deity principally worshipped by the 
people, and prostitution in her temple was a meritorious act 
of religion. Conformable to this was their constant and so- 
lemn prayer, that the gods would increase the number of 
their courtezans. We may perceive from the application of 
the verb «op<i'0i«^f<i'^ in Aristophanes, that the wantonness 
•of the Corinthians became proverbial. 
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There indeed are girls divine, 
Dangerous to a soul like mine ! 
Many bloom in Lesbos' isle ; 
Many in Ionia smile ; 
Rhodes a pretty swarm can boast ; 
Caria too contains a host. 
Sum these all — of brown and fair 
You may count two thousand there ! 
What, you gaze ! I pray you, peace ! 
More rU find before I cease. 
Haye I told you all my flames 
'Mong the amorous Syrian dames ? 
Have I numbered every one 
Glowing under Egypt's sun ? 
Or the nymphs who, blushing sweet, 
Deck the shrine of Love in Crete ; 
Where the God, with festal play, 
Holds eternal holiday ? 

TTiero indeed are girls diuine. 

Dangerous to a soul like mine! ] " With justice has the 
poet attributed beauty to the women of Greece.^' Degen. 

Monsieur de Pauw, the author of Dissertations upon the 
Greeks, is of a different opinion j he thinks that, by a ca- 
pricious partiality of nature, the other sex had all die beauty, 
and accounts upon this supposition for a yery singular de- 
prayation of insUnct among them. 
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Still in clusters, still remain 
Gade's warm, desiring train ; 
Still there lies a myriad more 
On the sable India's shore ; 
These, and many far removed. 
All are loying— all are loved ! 



GaeU?s tviinn, desiring train. ] The Gaditanian girls 
were like the Baladieres of India, whose dances are thus 
described by a French author: '*Les danses sont presque 
tontes des pantomimes d'amour $ le plan, le dessin, lea at- 
titudes, les mesures, les sons, et les cadences de ees ballets, 
tout respire cette passion et en ezprime . les yelttpt^ et les 
fureurs.'' Histoire da Commerce des Europ. dans les deux 
Indes . — Rayual . 

The music of the Gaditanian females had ail the volnptaons 
character of their dancing, as appears from Martial : 

Cautica <pii Nili, qui Gaditana susurrat. Lib. iii. epig. 63. 

Lodovico Ariosto had this ode of our bard in his mind, 
when he wrote his poem ^* De diyersis amoribus.** See the 
Anthologia Italomm, 
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ODE XV. 

♦ Tell me, why, my sweetest dovei 
Thus your humid pinions move, 
Shedding through the air, in showers. 
Essence of the balmiest flowers? 
Tell me whither, whence you rove, 
Tell me all, my sweetest dove ? 

* The doje of Anacreon, bearing a letter from the poet to 
his mistress, is met by a stranger, with whom this dialogue 
is imagined. 

The ancients made nse of lettei^arrying pigeons, when 
thej went any distance from home, as the most certain means 
of ooBveyiag intelligence back. That tender domestic at- 
tachment, fHiich attracts this delicate little bird through 
eyery danger and difficulty, till it settles in its natire nest, 
affords to the elegant author of ** The Pleasures of Memory ** 
a fine and interesting exemplification of his subject. 

Led by what chart, transports the timid dow 
The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love? 

See the poem. Daniel Heinsins has a similar sentiment, 
speaking of Dousa, who adopted this method at the siege of 
Leyden : 

Quo patric non tendit amor? Mandata referrc 
Postquam hominem nequiit miltere, mi sit ayem. 

Fuller tells us, that at the siege of Jerusalem, the Christians 
intercepted a letter tied to the legs of a doye, in which the 
Persian Emperor promised assistance to the besieged. See 
Fuller^s Holy War, cap. a4, book i. 
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Curious stranger ! I belong 
To the bard of Teian song ; 
With his mandate now I fly 
To the nymph of azure eye ; 
Ah ! that eye has madden'd many, 
But the poet more than any ! 
Venus, for a hymn of love 
Warbled in her votive grove 
(*Twas, in sooth, a gentle lay). 
Gave me to the bard away. 
, See me now, his faithful minion, 
Thus, with softly-gliding pinion. 

Ah I that eye has maddened many^ etc."] For T»pa9f69y 
in the original, Zeune and Schneider conjecture that we 
should read rvpMPity in allusion to the strong influence 
which this object of his loye held over the mind of Poly- 
crates. — See Degen. 

f^enuSffor a hymn of love 

Warbled in her voiwe grove, elc] '* This passage is 
invaluable, and I do not think that any thing so beafitiful or 
so delicate has ever been said. What an idea does it give of 
the poetry of the man from whom Venus herself, the mother 
of the Graces and the Pleasures, purchases a little hymn with 
one of her favourite doves ! "— Longepierre. 

De Panw objects to the authenticity of this ode, because 
it makes Anacreon his own panegyrist j but poets have a 
license for praising themselves, which, with some indeed, 
may be considered as comprised under their general privilege 
of fiction. 
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To his lovely girl I bear 
Songs of i>assioa through the air. 
Oft he blandly whispers me, 
*' Soon, my bird, I'll set you free.** 
But in vain he'll bid me fly, 
I shall serve him till I die. 
Never could my plumes sustain 
Ruffling winds and chilling rain, 
O'er the plains, or in the dell, 
On the mountain's savage swell ; 
Seeking in the desert wood 
Gloomy shelter, rustic food. 
Now I lead a life of ease. 
Far from such retreats as these ; 
From Anacreon's hand I eat 
Food delicious, viands sweet ; 
Flutter o'er his goblet's brim, 
Sip the foamy wine with him* 
Then I dance and wanton round 
To the lyre's beguiling sound ; 
Or with gently-fanning wings 
Shade the minstrel while he sings : 
On his harp then sink in slumbers, 
Dreaming stiU of dulcet numbers I 
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This is all — away — away— 
You have made me waste the day. 
How IVe chatter'd ! prating crow 
Never yet did chatter so. 



mmm 



ODE XVI.* 

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mimic form and soul infuse ; 

* This ode and the next may be called companion-pictures ; 
they are highly finished, and give us an excellent idea of the 
taste of the ancients in beauty. Franciscus Junius quotes 
them in his third book '*De Pictura Vetenun.*' 

This ode has been imitated by Ronsard> Giuliano Goselini, 
etc. etc. Scaliger alludes to it thus in his Anacreontica : 

Olim lepore blando, 
Litis versibus 
Candidus Anacreou 
Qaam pingeret Amicus 
Deicripsit Vooerem suam. 

The Teian bard, of former days, 
Attuned his sweet descriptive lays, 
And taught the painter's hand to trace 
His fair beloTed's every gra<c«! 

In the dialogue of Ca«par Barlavus, entitled '' An formosa sit 
ducenda,*' the reader will find many curious ideas and de- 
scriptions of beauty. 
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Best of painters ! comey pourtray 
The lovely maid that's far away. 
Far away, my soul ! thou art, 
But IVe thy beauties all by heart. 
Paint her jetty ringlets straying, 
Silky twine in tendrils playing ; 

ThoUf whose soft and rosy hues 

Mimic form and soul ir^use. ] i have followed the read- 
ing of the Vatican MS. ^•hit. Painting is called *< the rosy 
art,'' either in reference to colouring, or as an indefinite 
epithet of excellence, from the association of beanty with 
that flower. Salvini has adopted this reading in his literal 
translation : 

Delia rosea arte signore. 

Tlie lovely maid ihalfs far away.'] If the portrait of 
this beauty be not merely ideal, the omission of her name 
is much to be regretted. Meleager, in an epigram on Ana- 
creon, mentions ^* the golden Eurypyle" as his mistress: 

Point herjet^ ringlets straying. 

Silky twine in tendrils playing;'} The ancients have 
been yery enthusiastic in their praises of hair. Apuleius, in 
the second book of his Milesiacs, says, that Venus herself, 
if she were bald, though surrounded by the Graces and the 
Lores, could not be pleasing even to her husband Vulcan. 

Stesichorus gare the epithet iMnAAiff-AsjM^tff to the Graces, 
and Simonides bestowed the same upon the Muses.- See 
Hadrian Junius*s Dissertation upon Hair. 

To this passage of oor poet, Selden alluded in a note on 
the Polyolbion of Drayton, song the second; where, observ- 
ing that the epithet " black-haired'' was given by some of 
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And, if painting hath the skill 
To make the spicy balm distil, 
Let every little lock exhale 
A sigh of perfume on the gale. 
Where her tresses' curly flow 
Darkles o'er the brow of snow, 
Let her forehead beam to light, 
fiurnish'd as the ivory bright. 
Let her eyebrows sweetly rise 
In jetty arches o'er her eyes, 
Gently in a crescent gliding, 
Just commingling, just dividing. 
But hast thou any sparkles warm^ 
The lightning of her eyes to form ? 
Let them effuse the azure ray 
With which Minerva's glances play, 

the ancients to the goddess Isis, he says, '' Nor will I swear, 
bat that Anacreon (a man yery judicious in the provoking 
motives of wanton love), intending to bestow on bis sweet 
mistress that one of the titles of woman's special ornament, 
well-haired («MeAAi^A0««/ti0f), thought of this when he gave 
his painter direction to make her black-haired." 

And, if painting hath the skill 

To metke the spicy balm distil, etc.l Thus Philostratus, 
speaking of a picture: iwrnfm tctti T6f ii>^00«i> r«v ^o^f 
xm ^9/Mi ytyfti^^tu mvrm fttrm ryr twfttif. <' 1 admire 
the dewiness of these roses, and conld say that their very 
smell was painted.** 
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And give them all that liquid fire 
That Venus' languid eyes respire. 
O'er her nose and cheek be shed 
Flushing white and mellowed red ; 
Gradual tints, as when there glows 
In snowy milk the bashful rose. 

jind give them all thht liquid fire 

That Menus' languid eyes respire,"] Marchetli explains 
thus the oyp«p of the original : 

Dipingili umidetti 
Tremoli e lascivetti, 
Qnai gli ha Ciprigna 1' alma Dea d* Amore. 

Tasao has painted in the same manner the eyes of Armida, 
as La Fosse remarks : 

Qual raggio in onda le scintilla un riso 
Negli umidi occhi tremulo e lasciTo. 

Within' her humid, melting eyes 
A hrilliant ray of laughter lies, 
Soft as the broken solar beam 
That trembles in the azure stream. 

The mingled expression of dignity and tenderness, which 
Anacreon re<]uires the painter to infuse into the eyes of his 
mistress, is more amply described in the subsequent ode. 
Both descriptions are so exquisitely touched, that the artist 
must haye been great indeed, if he did not yield in painting 
to the poet. 

Gradual tints, as when there glows ^ 
In snowy milk the bashful rose."] Thus Propertius, eleg. 3. 
lib. ii. 

' Utque ros» puro lacte natant folia. 

And Darenant, in a little poem called " The Mistress," 
TOL. VU. 4 
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Then her lip, so rich iu blisses ! 
Sweet petitioner for kisses ! 
Pouting nest of bland persuasion^ ' 
Ripely suing Love's, invasion. 
Then beneath the velvet chin^ 
Whose dimple shades a Love within. 

Catch, as it falls, the Scythian snow, 
Bring blashing roses steepM in milk. 

Thus, too, Taygetus : 

Quae lac atque rosas vincis canclope rubenti. 

These last words maj perhaps defend the ''^ashing white" 
of the translation. 

ITien her lip, so rich in blisses ! 

Sweet petitioner for kisses ! 2 The "lip, pro Yoking kisses,*' 
in the original, is a strong and beautiful expression. Achilles 
Tatius speaks of z^^^ ftmk^m»m wppr ru ^t?ifffi6»rsiy 
" Lips soft and delicate for kissing.' A grave old commen- 
tator, Dionysius Lambinns, in his notes upon Lucretius, tells 
us, with all the authority of experience, tfiat girls who have 
large lipskisa infinitely sweeter than others! " Suavius viros 
oscuJantur puellae labiosae, ^uam qux sunt brevibus labris.'* 
And iEn^as Sylvius, in his tedious uninteresting story of 
the adulterous loves of Euryalus and Lucretia, where be 
particularizes the beauties of the heroine (in a very false and 
laboured style of latinity), describes her lips as exquisitely 
adapted for biting. ** Os parvum decensque, labia corallini 
coloris ad morsum aptissiraa." Epist. 114. lib. i. 

Then beneath the velvet chin. 

Whose dimple shades a Lot^e "within, elc] Madame !>&- 
aier has quoted here two pretty lines of Varro : 
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Mould her ueck wilh grace descending, 
Id a Heaven of beauty ending ; 
While airy charms, above, below, 
Sport and flutter on its snow. 
Now let a floating, lucid veil,. 
Shadow her limbs, but not conceal ; 
A charm may peep, a hue may, beam, 
A.nd leave the rest to Fancy's dream. 
Enough — 'tis she ! 'tis all I seek ; 
It glows, it lives, it soon will speak I 

Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digilulo 
Yestigio demonstrant moUitadinem. 

In her chin is a delicate dimple. 

By die finger of Capid imprest ^ 
There Softness, bewitchingly simple, 

Has chosen her innocent nest. 

Now let a floating, lucid ifeilj 

Shadow h€r limbs, but not conceal, etc."] Thi« delicate 
art of description, which leaves imagination to complete the 
picture, has been seldom adopted in the imitations of this 
beautiful poem. Ronsard is exceptionably minute j andPoli- 
tianns, in his charming portrait of a girl, full of rich and 
ex^isite diction, has lifted the veil rather too much. The 
" <{ue8to che tu m' intendi ^ should be always led to fancy. 
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ODE XVII.* 

And now, with all thy pencil's truth, 
Pourtray Bathyllus, lovely youth ! 
Let his hair, in lapses bright. 
Fall like streaming ray« of light ; 
And there the r&ven's dye confuse 
With the yellow sunbeam's hues. 
Let not the braid, with artful twine, 
The flowing of his locks confine ; 

* The reader who wishes to ac<]aire an accurate idea of 
the judgment of the ancients in beauty, will be indulged by 
consulting Junius de Pictura Veterum, ninth chapter, third 
book where he will find a very curious selebtion of descrip- 
tions and epithets of personal perfections ; he compares this 
ode with a description of Theodoric, king of the Goths, in 
the second epistle, fiurstbook of Sidonius Apollinaris. 

Let hit hair, in lapses bright^ 

Fall Uke streaming rays of light ; etc.'] He here describes 
the sunny hair, the " flava coma," which the ancients so 
much admired. The Romans gave this colour artificially to 
their hair. See Sunisl. Kobieniyck dc Luxu Romanorum. 

Let not ike braid, with artful twine, etc.] If the original 
here, which is particularly beautiful, can admit of any addi- 
tional value, that value is conferred by Gray's admiration of 
it. See hi* Letters to West. 

Some annoutors have quoted on this passage the descrip- 
Uon of Photis's hair in Apuleius j but nothing can be more 
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But loosen every golden ring, 
To float upon the breeze's wing. 
Beneath the front of polish'd glow, 
Front, as fair as moantaiB<*snow, 
And guileless as the dews of dawn, 
Let the majestic brows be drawn, 
Of ebon dyes, enrich 'd by gold, 
Such as the scaly snakes unfold. 
Mingle in his jetty glances. 
Power that awes, and love that trances ; 

distant from the simplicity of our poet*s manner than that 
affectation of richness whidi distinguishes the style of Apu- 
leius. 

Fronty as fair as mountain'SnoWy 

And guileless as the dews of dawn, etc."] Torrentius, 
upon the words " insignem tenui fronte,** in the thirty-third 
ode of the first book of Horace, is of opinion that ** tenui** 
bears the meaning of mttaXsp here \ but he is certainly in- 
correct. 

Mingle in his jetty glances. 

Power that awes, and loue that trances; etc.] Tasso 
gives a similar character to the eyes of Glorinda : 

Lampeggiar gli occhi, e folgorar gli sguardi 
Dolci ne V ira. 

Her eyes were glowing with a heavenly heat, 
Emaning fire, and eVn in anger sweet ! 

The poetess Veronica Gambara is more diffuse upon this 
▼ariety of expression : 
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Steal from Venus Uand desire. 

Steal from Mart the look of fire, 

£lend them ia such expvessiim here, 

That we by turns may hope smd fear ! 

Now from the sunny apple seek 

The velvet down that spreads ihis cheek ! 

And there let Beauty's rosy ray 

In flying blushes nclily play ;-^ 

Blushes of that celestial flame 

Which lights the cheek of virgin shame. 

Occfai iacenti et bdli 

Come esstfr puo cK* in un medenno istante 

I^ascan de voi si nove forme et tante ? 

Lieti, metti, superbi, humil* altieri 

Vi mostrate in vn panto, ondi di speme, 

Et di timor de empiete, eic. etc. 

Oh ! tcM me, brightly-beaming eye, 
Whence in jour litde oibit lie 
So many different traits of fire, 
Expressing each a new desire ? 
JHqw with angry scorn you darkle, 
Now with lender an^oish sparkle, 
And we, who view the various mirror. 
Feel at once both hope and icrjror. 

Monsieur Chevrean, citing the lines of our poet, in his ari- 
tique on the poems of Malherbe, produces a Latin version 
of them from a manuscript which he had seen, entitled 
*^ Joan Faicoois Anac^eovtici I^nsus.*' 
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Then for kis lips, that ripely gem — 
But let thy miDd imagine them ! 
Paint, where ^e ruby cell uncloses, 
Persuasion sleeping upon roses ; 
And give his lip that speaking air, 
As if a word was hovering there ! 
His neck of ivory splendour trace, 
Moulded with soft but manly grace ; 
Fair as the neck of Paphia's boy, 
Where Paphia's arms have hung in joy. 
Give him the winged Hermes' hand, 
With which he waves his snaky wand ; 

Periuasion sleeping upon roses. ] It was wortky af thft 
delicate imagination of the Greeks to deify Persuanon, and 
give her the lips for her throne. We are here reminded of a 
Tery interesting fragment of Anacreon, preserved by the 
scholiast upcm Pindar, and supposed to Belong to a poem 
reflecting with some severity on Simon ides, who w«s the 
first; we are told, that ever made a hireling of his muse. 

0»^ afyuptti Ksv iktifv^i nu$sf. 

Nor yet had fiiir Persuasion shone 
la ailvMT splendours, aot her own. 

jfnd giue his lip that speaking air^ 

As if a v^ord was hovering there /] In the original A«A«ir 
snmwn* The mistress of Petrarch " paila con silentiio,^* wlirch 
is perhaps the best method of female eloquence. 

Gu^e him the winged Hermes* hand, etc,"] In Shake- 
speare's Cymbeline there is a .similar method of descripiion : 
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Let Bacchus then the breast supply. 
And Leda's son the sinewy thigh. 
But oh ! suffuse his limbs of fire 
With all that glow of young desire 
Which kindles when the wishful sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconscious why. 
Thy pencil, though divinely bright, 
Is envious of the eye's delight. 
Or its enamour'd touch would show 
His shoulder, fair as sunless snow, 



-this is his hand, 



His foot Mercurial, his martial thigh 
The brawns of Hercules. 

We find it likewise in Hamlet. Longepierre thinks that 
the hands of Mercury are selected by Anacreon, on account 
of the graceful gestures which were supposed to charac- 
terize the god of eloquence ^ but Mercury was also the pa- 
tron of thieves, and may perhaps be praised as a li^t- 
fingered deity. 

But oh ! suffuse his limbs of fire 

With all that glow of young desire, etc."] I have taken 
the liberty here of somewhat veiling the original. Madame 
Dacier, in her translation, has hung out lighu (as Sterne 
would call it) at this passage. It is very much to be regretted, 
that this substitution of asterisks has been so much adopted 
in the popular interpretations of the Classics; it serves but 
to bring whatever is exceptionable into notice, '' claramque 
facem praeferre pudendis.*' 
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Which now in veiling shadow lies, 
Removed from all but Fancy's eyes. 
Now, for his feet — but, hold — forbear — 
I see a god-like portrait there; 
So like Bathyllus ! — sure there's none 
So like Bathyllus but the Sun ! 
Oh ! let this pictured god be mine, 
And keep the boy for Samos' shrine ; 
Phoebus shall then Bathyllus be, 
Bathyllus then the deity ! 



•But, hold-^orbeaf^^ 



1 tee a god-like portrait there, ] This is very spirited, 
but it requires explanation. While the artist is pursuing the 
portrait of Bathyllus, Anacreon, we must suppose, turns 
round and sees a picture of Apollo, which was intended for 
an altar at Samos j he instantly tells the painter to cease 
his work) that this picture will serve for Bathyllus ^ and 
that, when he goes to Samos, he may make an Apollo of the 
portrait of the boy which he had begun. 

*' Bathyllus (says Madame Dacicr) could not be more ele- 
gantly praised, and this one passage does him more honour 
than the statue, howeyer beautiful it might be, which Poly- 
crates raised to him.** 
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ODE XVIIL* 

Now the star of day is high , 

Fly, my giiis, in pity fly, 

Bring me wine in brimming ums^ 

€ool my lip, it burns, it burns! 

SunnM by the meridian fire, 

Panting^ languid I expire ! 

Give me all those humid flowers, 

Drop them o'er my brow in sbowers^ 

* '' An di^ant tranitiitioa of this lode may be foand in Kan- 
Ws Ljfr. Blomesiiie««, lib. y. p. 4o3/* Degen. 

Bring me wine in brimming urns, etc."] Orig. w<f/y 
Hfivfi* *^ The amrstis was a method of drinking used among 
the Thracians. Thus Horace^ 'Threicift yincat amyslide.**' 
Mad. Dacier, Longepierre, etc. etc. 

Parrhasius, in his twenty-sixth epistle (Thesaar. Critic, 
▼ol. i.), explains the amystis as a draught to be exhausted 
without di a ipving breath, ^* uno haustu.*' A note in the mar- 
gin of this epistle of Parrhasius says, " pc^itianus vestem 
«sse putabat,^ but I cannot find where. 

Gtce me all those humid flowers, etc.'] By the original 

reading of this line, the poet says, ^* Give me the flower of 

wine*^ — Date flosculos Lyaei, as it is in the version of Elias 

Andreas i and 

Deh porgelimi del fiore 

Bi quel almo e buon liquore, 
as Kegnier has it, who supports the reading. Afhf would 
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Scarce a breathing chaplet noir 
Lives upon my feverish brow $ 
Every dewy rose I wear 
Sheds its tearsy and withers there. 

undoubtedly bear this application, which is somewhat similar 
to its import in the epigram ol* Simouidcs upon Suphodes : 

And flos, in the Latin, is frequently applied in this manner^' 
thus Ceihegus is called by Eiinius, Flos inlibatus populi, 
suadxque medulla, *' The immaculate flower of the people, 
and the very marrow of persuasion/' in those verses cited by 
Aulus Gellius, lib. xii. which Cicero praised, and Seneca 
thought ridiculous. 

But in the passage before us, if we admit i«iip«»ry accord- 
ing to Faber*s conjecture, the sense is sufficiently clear, and 
we need not have recourse to refinements. 

Et^erjr dewy rose I wear 

Sheds its tearj, and withers there."] There are some beau- 
tiful lines, by Angeriamus, upon a garland, which I cannot 
resist quoting here : 

Ante fores madidae sic sic pendete coroUv, ' 

Mane orto imponet Gaelia tos capiti ; 
At qaum per niveam cervicem influxerit hamor, 

Dicite, non roris sed pluvia haec lacrim«. 

By Celiacs arbour all the night 

Hang, humid wreadi, the loner's vow ; 

And haply, at the morning light, 

My love shall twine thee round her brow« 

Then, if upon her bosom bright 
Some drops of dew shall &U from the^, 
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But for you, my burning mind ! 
Oh ! what shelter shall I find ? 
Can the bowl, or flow'rel's dew, 
Cool the flame that scorches you ? 



ODE XIX. 

'^Here recline you, gentle maid, 
Sweet is this imbowering shade ; 
Sweet the young, the modest trees, 
Ruffled by the kissing breeze ; 

Tell her, they are not drops of night, 
But tears of sorrow shed hy me f 

In the poem of Mr. Sheridan, *' Unconth is this moss- 
covered grotto of stone,*^ there is an idea very singularly' co- 
incident with this of Angerianuf, in the stanza which begins, 

And thou, stony grot, in thy arch may^st preserve. 

But for jroUy my burning mind! etc.] The transition 
here is peculiarly delicate and impassioned; but the commen- 
tators have perplexed the sentiment by a variety of readings 
and conjectures. 

* The description of this bower is so natural and animated, 
that we cannot help feeling a degree of coolness and freshness 
while we read it. Longepierre has quoted from the first book 
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Sweet the little founts that weep, 
Lulling bland the mind to sleep ; 

of ihe Anthologia, the following epigram, as somewhat re- 
sembling this ode : 

Huii Km KpM9i9fim fit^Hfnytty !»'« /siXis^f 
lihtt %fnf€Mmtr VWU9 mym MtAn^sif. 

Come, sit by the shadowy pine 

That covers my sylvan retreat,. 
And see how the branches incline 

The breathing of Zephyr to meet. 

See the fountain, that, flowing, diffuses 
• Around me a glittering spray \ 
By its brink, as the traveller muses, 
1 foothe him to sleep with my lay I 

Mere recline fou^ gentle maid^ etc,"] The Vatican MS. 
reads /SmIu AAar, which renders the whole poem metaphorical. 
Some commentator suggests the reading of /SsitfvAAsy, which 
makes a pun upon the name; a grace that Plato himself has 
condescended to in writing df his boy sWf ^t Sec the epigram 
of this pliilosopher, which I (fuotc on the twenty-second ode. 

There is another epigram by this philosopher, preserved in 
Laertius, which tarns upon the tame word : 

Ar«( w^tf /sly iA4i^«'ic %u ^«»«isi» ift 
' Mvy ii Sscytfy, An^triir iWipsc ir ^tifitfit- 

In life thou wert my morning-star, 

But now that death has stolen thy light, 

Alas ! thou shinest dim and far. 

Like the pale beam that weeps at night. 

In the Veneres Blyenbnrgicai, under the head of '' allu- 
stoncB,^ we find a number of such frigid conceits upon 
namesy selected from the poets of the middle ages. 
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Hark ! they whisper, as they roll, 
Calm persuasion to the soul ; 
Tell me, tell me, is not this 
All a stilly scene of bliss ? 
Who, my girl, irould pass it by ? 
Surely neither you nor I ! 



ODE XX. 

'^OivE day the Muses twined the hands 
Of baby Love, with flowery bands; 

ff^hot wr girl, W9uld past it by ? 

Surely ntithsrjrou not I! ] What a finith he giret to the 
picture by the fiiiBple exclamation of the original I Jn the«e 
delicate turns he is ioimitable; and yet, hear what a French 
translator says on the passage : ** This conclusion appeared to 
mc too trifling after such a description, and I thought proper 
to add somewhat to the strength of the original.*' 

* By this allegory of the Aluses waking Cupid the prisoner 
of Beauty, AoMieon feems to inninuate the softening in- 
fluence which a cultivation of poetry has over the mind, in 
making it peculiarly susceptible to the impressions of beauty. 

Though in the following cpigiam, by the philosopher Plato, 
which is found in the third book of Diogenes Laertius, the 
Muses are made to disavow all the influence of Love : 

*A Kuwptf Mtfewfey> K^pMotm rmt A^fhrm 
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« 

And to celestial ftsauty ^ave 
Tbe captive infant as ber «lave. 

'At M»i9ui tFOTt Ku^fif. Aptt rtt fm^v\0t rttttrtt 
*Hf>ct9 u wiretrm tuto to vott^etptov, 

" Yield to my gentle power, Parnassian maids ; ^' 
Thas to the Muses spok« the Queen of Ctjuarvis-^ 

** Or Love shall flutter w your cJassIc 8ha4.es« 

" And make your grove the camp of Paphiaa arms! * 

" I^o,'' said the virgins of the tuneful bower, 
** We seom- thine own and all tiby urchin's art j 

*' Thou^ Mars has trembled at the infant's power, 
" His shaft is pointless o'er a Muse's heart I " 

There is a sonnet by Benedetto Ouidi, the thought of which 
was suggested by this ode. 

Scher^ava dentro all' atuwc chiome A more 

Dell' alma d(>pna dsUa vita mi a : 
£ ;anta era il placer ch' ei ne sentia, 

Che non sgipea, n^ volea uscirne fore. 

Quando ecco ivi annodar si sente il core, 

S\, che per fbrz;a ancor convien clie stia : 
Tai Uc^ alta beltat^ ordiu avja 
Del crespo crin^ per farsi eterno onore. 

Onde ofire infin dal ciel degna mercede, 
A chi scioglie il figliuol la bella dea 
Da tanti nodi, in ch' ella stretto il vede. 

Ma ei vinto a due occhi.l' arme cede : 
£t t' afiatichi indamo, Giterea ; 
Che s' altri '1 seioglie, cgli a legar si riede. 

Love, wandering through the golden maze 

Of my beloved's hair, 
Traced every lock, with fond delays, 

And, doting, liBger'd diere. 
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His mother comes with many a toy, 
To ransom her beloved boy ; 

And soon he foand *twere vain to fly, 

His heart was close confined ; 
And every curlet was a tie, 

A chain by Beanty twined. 

Now Venus seeks her boy's release, 

With ransom from above : 
But, Venus ! let thy efforts cease, 

For Love's the slave of love. 
And, should we loose his golden chain, 
The prisoner would return again ! 

His mother comeMf with mmny a tajr, 
To ransom her beloved boy ; eteJ\ Venus thus proclaims 
the reward for her fugitive child in the first idyl of Moschus : 

*0 fMSfQTat y*pst€ %%%ty 

Ov yu/ufsf Ts ^tXafcaty rv ^ m |iiri, ««i wAisr ijiif. 

On him, who the haunts of my Cupid can show, 

A kiss of the tendcrest stamp I'll bestow ^ 

But he, who can bring me the wanderer here. 

Shall hare something more rapturous, something more dear. 

This " something more" is the (juidquid post oscula dulce of 
Secundus. 

After this ode, there follow in the Vatican MS. these extra- 
ordinary lines : 

Htf^piKSf r$ ^ fsst fitXsf 
'ZuyKipawvtf Ttt tyx^st 
T« r^<« visvra fAU /b«f/ 
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His mother sues, but all in vain ! 
He ne'er will leave his chains again. 
Nay, should they take his chains away, 
The little captive still would stay. 
*' If this," he cries, '^ a bondage be, 
" Who could wish for liberty ?" 
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Observe when mother earth is dry, 
She drinks the droppings of the sky ; 

These lines, which appear to me to have as little sense as 
metre, are most probably the interpolation of the transcriber. 

* The commentators who have endeavoured to throw the 
chains of precision over the spirit of this beautiihl trifle, re- 
quire too much frtmi Anacreontic philosophy. Monsieur Gail 
very wisely thinks that the poet uses the epithet fAtXmitiiy 
because black earth absorbs moisture more quickly than any 
other j and accordingly he indulges us with an experimental 
disquisition on the subject. See Gail's notes. 

One of the Capilupi has imiuted this ode, in an epitaph on 
a drunkard : 

Dum vixi sine fine bibi, sic imbrifer arcus 

Sic tellns piuvias sole perusta bibit. 
Sic bibit assidu^ fontes et flumina Pontus, 
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And then the dewy cordial gives 
To every thirsty plant that lives. 
The vapours, which at evening weep, 
Are beverage to the swelling deep ; 
And when the rosy sun appears. 
He drinks the ocean's noiisty tears. 

Sic semper sitiens Sol maris hauric aqaas. 
Ne te igitur jactes plus me, Silene, bibisse; 
Et mibi da victas tu (juoque, Bacche, manas. 

Uippoiy tus Capilupas. 

While life was mine, the little hour 

In drinking still unTaried flew ; 
J drank as earth imbibes the shower. 

Or as the rainbow drinks the dew ; 

As ocean quafTs the rivers np, 

Or flushing sun inhales the sea : 
Silenus trembled at my cup, 

And Bacchas was outdone by me ! 

I cannot omit citing those remarkable lines of Shakespeare, 
where the thoughts of the ode before us are preserred with 
such striking similitude : 

TIMOR, ACT. IV. 

I'll example you with thievery. 
The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vast sea. The moon's an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun. 
The sea*B a thief, whose liquid surge resohres 
The mounds into salt tears. The earth's a thief. 
That feeds, an4 bseeds by a compostiiM siolea 
From general e&creawiitf . 
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The inooo, too, quaffii her paly stream 
Of lustre, from the solar beam. 
Then, hence with all your sober thinking ! 
Since Nature's holy law is drinking ; 
rU make the laws of Nature mine, 
And pledge the universe in wine ! 
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The Phrygian rock, that braves the storui^ 
Was once a weeping matron's form ; 

* Ogilvie, in bifi Essay oa the Lyric Poetry of the Ancients, 
in remarking upon the Odes <»f Anacreon, says, ** In some of 
his pieces diere is exuberance and even wildness of imagina- 
tion J in that particularly, which is addressed to a young girl, 
where he wishes alternately to be transformed to a mirror, a 
coat, a stream, a bracelet, and a pair of shoes, for the differ- 
ent purposes which be recites j this is mere sport and wan- 
tonness.*^ 

It is the wantonness however of a very graoefiil Muse ^ 
ludit amabiliter. The compliment of this ode is cKqutsitely 
delicate, and so singular for the period in which Anacreon 
lived, when the scale of love had not yet been graduated into 
all its little progressive* refinements, that if we were inclined 
to question the authenticity of the poem, we should find a 
much more plausible argument in the features of modern 
gallantry which it bears, than in any of those fastidious con- 
jectures upon which some commentators have presumed so 
far. Degen thinks it spurious, and De Pauw pronounces it to 
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And Progne, hapless, frantic maid, 
Is now a swallow in the shade. 

be m»eraWc Longepierrc and Bame. refer us to several 
.mtuuon. of this ode, from which I shaU only .elect aHj! 
gram otDionysius: ^ 

Ei$' mnfC0f yucft^f, in, h yi ^u^^nt w»f myy^^, 
Zrfli* yuftfmncif. Km f^% ar«orr* A«C#/f. 

I wish I conld like zephyr steal \ 

To wanton o'er thy mazy vest ; 
And thou wouldst ope ihy bosom reily 

And take me panting to thy breast ! 

I wish 1 might a rose-bud grow, 

And thou wouldst cull me from the bower, 
And place me on that breast of snow. 

Where I should bloom, a wintry flower ! 
I wish I were the lily's leaf. 

To fade upon that bosom warm; 
There I should wither, pale and brief, 

The trophy of thy fairer form ! 

Allow me to add, that Plato has expressed as fiincifal a 
wish m a distich preserred by Laertius ; 

Oupa99f^ mt wXX«tf ^ftfittvtf us v% /SAisrar. 

TQ STEI.LA. 

Why dost thou gaze upon the sky ? 

Oh ! that I were that spangled sphere, 
And every star should be an eye, 

To wonder on thy beauties here I 

■ 
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Oh ! diat a mirror's form were mine, 

To sparkle with that smile divine ; 

And, like my heart, I then should be 

Reflecting thee, and only thee ! 

Or were I, love, the robe which flows 

O'er every charm that secret glows, 

In many a lucid fold to swim. 

And cling and grow to every limb ! 

Oh ! could I, as the streamlet's wave, 

Tliy warmly-mellowing beauties lave^ 

Or float as perfume on thine hair, 

And breathe my soul in fragrance there ! 

I wish I were tlie zone that lies 

Warm to thy breast, and feels its sighs ! 

Apuleius quotes this epigram of the divine philosopher, to 
justify himself for his verses oa Critias and Charinus. See his 
Apology, Trhere he also adduces the example of Anacreon; 
" Fecere tamen et alii talia, et si tos ignoratis, apud Graecos 
Teius quidam,^ etc. etc. 

/ "wuh I were the zone, that lies 

ff^arm to thy breast, and feels its sighs!"] This rmu^ 
was a riband, ot band, called by the Romans fascia and stro- 
phium, which the women wore for the purpose of restraining 
the exuberance of the bosom. Vide PoUuc. Onomast. Thus 
Martial : 

FasciA crescentes dominae compesce papiUas. 

The women of Greece not only wore this zone, but con" 
demned themselyes to fasting, and made use of certain drags 
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Or like tho^ eaTious pearls that show 
So faintly round that neck of snow ; 
Yes, I would be a happy gem, 
Like them to hang, to fade like them. 
What more would thy Anaei«on be ? 
Oh ! any thing that touches thee. 
Nay, sandals for those aiary feet — 
Thus to be press'd by thee were sweet I 

and powders for the same purpose. To these erpedients they 
were compelled, in consequence of their inelegant fashion of 
compressing the Traist into a very nanow compass, which 
necessarily caused an •xoessive tam^di^ in die boamn. See 
Dioscorides, lib* v. 

Nayy sandals for those airy feet — 

llius to be press'd By thee were sweet I ] The sophist 
Philostratus, in one of his love-letters, has borrowed this 
thought^ m a^ivt v^tg, m xaXXog tMuBtfOf. m Tptnuhtt 
fMiv $yit Kai fMKMfiof M9 vtsTtinrt ftt» "Oh lovely 
feet r oh excellent beauty ! oh I thrice happy and blessed 
should I be, if you would but tread on me \ " In Shake- 
speare, Komeo desires to be a glove : 

Oh ! that I were a glove upon that hand,. 
That I might kiss that cheek I 

And, in hir Passionate Pilgrim, we meet with an idea some- 
what like that of the thirteenth line : 

He, spying her, boanced in, where as* he stood, 
" Jove ! " cfuoili she, " why was nov f a flood ? " 

In Burton^s Anatomy of Melancholy, that whimsical farrago 
of " all such reading as was never read,"' there is a very old 
tmnslation of this ode, before ifiSa. ''Bnglishod by Sir. B. 
Bokiday,.ii»his Teofanog. aet i, acene 7." 
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ODE XXIII * 

I OFTEN wish this languid lyre, 
This warbler of my soaFs desire, 
Gould raise the breath of song sublime, 
To men of fame, in former time. 
But when the soaring theme I try, 
Along the chords my numbers die, 
And whisper, with dissolving tone, 
" Our sighs are given to Love alone !*' 
Indignant at the feeble lay, 
I tore the panting chords away. 
Attuned them to a nobler swells 
And struck again the breathing shell ; 

* This ode is first in the scries of all die editions, and is 
thought to be peculiarly designed as an introduction to the 
rest; it however characterizes the genius of the Teian but 
▼ery inadequately , as wine, the burden of his lays, is not even 
mentioned in it. 

cum multo Venerem confundere mero 
Precepit Lyrici Tela Musa senis. Quid. 

The twenty-sixth Ode, ru ^ff Aiyiff rm Stt^nsy might, 
with as much propriety, be the harbinger of his songs. 

Bion has expressed the sentiments of the ode before us with 
much simplicity in his fourth idyl. I have given it rather pa- 
raphrastically ; it has been so frequently translated, that I 
could not otherwise avoid triteness and repetition. 
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In all the glow of epic fire. 
To Hercules I wake tbe lyre ! 
But still its fainting sighs repeat, 
" The tale of Love alone is sweet f* 

« 

Then fare thee well, seductive dream, 
That mad'st me follow Glory's theme $ 
For thou my lyre and thou my heart 
Shall never more in spirit part ; 
And thou the flame shalt feel as well 
As thou the flame shalt sweetly tell ! 

In all the glow of epic fire^ 

To Hercules I wake the lyre I "^ Madame Dacier generally 
translates Acrpy into a lute, which I believe is rather inaccu- 
rate. " D^ezpli({uer la lyre des auciens (says Monsieur Sorel) 
par un luth, cVst ignorer la difr<^rence qu*il j a entre ces deUx 
instrumens de musique.'' Biblioth^que Ffancaise. 

But still its fainting sighs repeat, 

** T%B tale of Love alone is sweet /"] The word ievri- 
^Mftty in the original, may imply that kind of musical dia- 
logue practised by the ancients, in which the lyre was made 
to respond to the (jnestions proposed by the singer. This was 
a method which Sappho used, as we are told by Hermogenes : 
** orssf Tijf Xopttf tpatrti £«ir^« xsu crsif stortj stwtKptsti' 
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ODE xxrv.* 

To all that breathe the airs of Heayen, 

Some boon of strength has Nature given. 

When the majestic bull was born. 

She fenced his brow with wreathed horn. . 

She arm'd the courser's foot of air, 

And wing'd with speed the panting hare. 

* Henry Stephen has imitated the idea of this ode in the 
following lines of one of his poems : 

Provida dat cunctis Natura animantibns arma, 
£c sua fxmineimi possidet arma genus, 
. Ungul&que ut defendit eqaum, atqne ut comua taunim, 
Armata est formA fiemina pulchra suA. 

And the same thought occurs in those lines, spoken by 
Corisca in Pastor Fido : 

Cost noi la bellezza 

Che 'i vertu nostra cosi propria, come 

La forza del leone 

E 1' ingegno de V huomo. 

The lion boasts his savage powers, 
And lordly man his strength of mind ; 

But beauty's charm is solely ours, 
Peculiar boon, by Heaven assignM ! 

" An elegant explication of the beauties of this ode (says 
Degen) may be found in Grimm en den Anmerkk. Veber 
einige Oden des Anakr." 

VOL. Yll. 5 
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She gave the lion fangs of terror. 
And, on the ocean's crystal mirror, 
Taught the unnumbered scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along ; 
While for the umbrage of the grove, 
She plumed the warbling world of love. 
To man she gave the flame refined, 
The spark of Heaven — a thinking mind ! 
And had she no surpassing treasure, 
For thee, oh woman ! child of pleasure ? 
She g*ve thee beauty— ^shaft of eyes, 
That every shaft of war outflies ! 

To man she gat^e the flame refinedf 

The spark of Ueaven^^^ thinking mikd.''] In mj first 
attempt to translate this ode> I had interpreted ^^^ptjfetty 
with Baxter and Barnes, as implying courage and military 
virtue; but I do not ttiink that the gallantry of the idea 
suffers by the import which I have now given to it. For, 
why need we consider this possession of wisdott as exclu- 
sive? and in truth, as the design of Anaereem is to estimate 
the treasure of beauty, above all the rest which Nature has 
distributed, it is perhaps evett reining upon the delicacy of 
the compliment, to prefer the radiance of female charms to 
the cold illumination of wisdom and prudence ; and to think 

that women^s eyes are 

■ ■■ — the booksj the academies^ 
From whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 

She gaue thee beautjr — shaft of eyeSy 

That every shaft of war outflies ! J flius Achilles Tatius : 
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She gave tfaee beauly-^blusK of fire^ 
That bids the flames of war retiro I 
Woman ! be fair, ire mast adore thee ; 
Smile, and a world is weak before tbee I 
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OrrcE in each revolving year, 
Gentle bird I we find thee here. 
When Nature Wears her stlmmer^vedt, 
Thou comest to weave thy simple nest ; 

Tftiofctirt. " Beauty wounds more swiftly than the arrow, 
and passes through the eye to the yery soul; for the eye is 
the inlet to the wounds of love.^ 

IVoman I be fair, -we must adore thee ; 

Smife, and a world is weak before thee!"] Longepierre^s 
remark here is very ingenious : '' The Romans/^ says he, 
" were so convinced of the power of beauty, that they used 
a word implying strength in the place of the epithet beauti- 
ful. Thus Plautus, act. 3, scene 3, Bacchid. 
I^ed Bacchis etiam fortis tibi visa. 

' Fortis, id est formosa,* say Servius and Nonius.'^ 

* This is another ode addressed to the swallow. Alherti 
has imitated both in one poem, beginning 
Perch^ io pianga al too canto 
Rondinella importuna, etc. 



I 
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But when the chilUng winter loweiv, 
Again thou seek'st the genial bowers^ 
or Memphis, or the shores of Nile, 
Where sunny hours of verdure smile. 
And thus thy wing of freedom roves, 
Alas ! unlike the plumed loves, 
That linger in this hapless breast, 
And never, never change their nest ! 

j4las ! unlike the plumed lot^es, 

That linger in this hapless breast^ 

And never f nether change their nest!"] Thns Love is re- 
pretented as a bird, in an epigram cited bj Longepierre from 
die Andiologia : 

OfifMt ^t nym wi^tr ro yXvKu ikicfv ^tftt» 

Hii Wit ttftthii yy«f #f tft^t ruwcf, 
Q wrtivtty fC9i *M w$T t^t^rraff^M fi%f tfotrtf 

'Tis Love diat murmurs in my breast. 
And makes me shed the secret tear ; 

Nor day nor night my heart has rest. 
For night and day his voice I hear. 

A ifvound within my heart I find, 

And oh ! 'tis plain where Love has been ; 

For still he leaves a vi^ound behind. 
Such as within my heart is seen. 

Oh bird of Love ! with song so drear, 

Make not my soul the nest of pain ; 
Oh ! let the wing which brought thee here, 

In pity waft thee hence again ! 
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Still every year, and all the year, 
A flight of loyes engender here ; 
And some their infant plumage try, 
And on a tender winglet fly ; 
While in the shell, impregn'd with fires. 
Cluster a thousand more desires ; 
Some from their tiny prisons peeping. 
And some in formless embryo sleeping. 
My bosom, like the vernal groves, 
Resounds with Uttle warbling loves ; 
One urchin imps the other's feather. 
Then twin-desires they wing together, 
And still as they have learn 'd to soar, 
The wanton babies teem with more. 
But is there then no kindly art, 
To chase these cupids from my heart ? 
No, no ! I fear, alas ! I fear 
They will for ever nestle here I 
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ODE XXVI * 

Thy harp may sing of Troy's alarms, 
Or tell the tale of Theban arms ; 
With other wars my song shall bam. 
For other wounds my harp shall mourn. 
'Twas not the crested warrior's dart, 
Which drank the current of my heart ; 
Nor naval arms, nor mailed steed. 
Have made this vanquished bosom bleed ; 
No — from an eye of liquid blue 
A host of quiver*d cupids flew ; 

* " The German poet Ue has imitated this odt. Compare 
also Weisse Schcrz. Lieder. lib. iii. der ^oldat." Gail, 
Degen. 

No~^from an eye ofHquid blue, 

A host of quiuer'd cupids Jiew,'] Lon'gepierre has gnoted 
part of an epigram from the seventh book, of the Anthologia, 
whirh has a fancy something like this : 

Ou fit XtXti9tif 
Ts|or«9 ZiifoftXtif $fAfuin KfWT$fit9$f, 

Archer Love ! though slily creeping. 
Well I know where thou dost lie ; 

I saw thee through the curtain peeping, 
That fringes Zenophclia^s eye. 

The poets abound with conceits on the archery of the eyes^ 
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And now my heart all hleeding lies 
Reneatfa tUs army of the eyes ! 



♦ 



ODE XXVII.* 

We read the flying courser's name 
Upon his sidey in marks of flame ; 
And, hy their turban'd brows alone. 
The warriors of the East are known. 
But in the lover's glowing eyes^ 
The inlet to his bosom lies ; 



but few have turned the dioaght so natarally as Anacreon. 
Rbnsard gives to the eyes of his mistress " un petit camp 
d^amours.'* 

* This ode forms a part of the preceding in the Vatican 
MS. but I have conformed to the editions in translating them 
separately. 

*' Compare with this (says Degen) tibe poem of Ramler 
Wahrzeichen der Liebe, in Lyr. Blumcnlese, lib. iv. p. 3i3.*^ 

But in the lover's glowing eyes. 

The inlet to his bosom lies,"] ** We cannot see into the 
heart,^ says Madame Dacier. Bat the lover sinswers—- 

U cor ae gli occbi c ne la fronte ho scritto. 

MoBsienr La Fosse has giTen the foliowing lanu, as en> 
Urging oti die thought of Anaorison : 
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Through them we see the small faint mark. 
Where I^ve has dropp'd his burniug spark ! 



ODE XXVIIL* 

As in the Lemnian caves of fire. 
The mate of her who nursed desire 
Moulded the glowing steel, to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm ; 
While Venus every barb imbues 
With droppings of her honied dews ; 

Lorsqne jc vois un amant, 
n cache en yain son tourment, 
A le trahir tout coiupire, 
Sa langnenr, son embarras. 
Tout ce qn'il pent faire ou dire, 
M^me ce qii*U ne dit pas. 

In vain the lover tries to veil 
The flame which in his bosom lies j 

His cheek^s confusion tells the tale, 
We read it in his languid eyes : 

And though his words the heart betray, 

His silence speaks e'en more than they. 

♦ This ode is referred to by La Mothe le Vayer, who, I 
believe, was the author of that curious little work, called 
** Hcxameron Rnsticpie.'^ He makes use of this, as well as 
the thirty-fifth, in his ingenious but indelicate explanation 
4>f Homer's Cave of the Nymphs. Joum^e Quatriime. 



ODES OF ATTACREOir* lo5 

And Love (alas ! the victim-heart) 
Tinges with gall the burning dart ; 
Once, to this Lemnian cave of flame, 
The crested Lord of battles came ; 
Twas from the ranks of war he rash'd. 
His spear with many a life-drop blush'd ! 
He saw the mystic darts, and smiled 
Derision on the archer-child. 

And Love (alas I the victim-heart) 

Tinges with gal/ the burning dart,"} Thus Ciaudian— 

Labuntur gemini fontes, hie dulcis, amarus 
Alter, ct infusis corrumpit mella vcnenia, 
Unde Cupidineas armavit fama sagittas. 

In Cypnift^ isle two rippling fountains fall, 
And one with honey flows, and one with gall j 
In these, if we may take the tale from fame, 
The son of Venus dips his darts of flame. 

See the ninety-Grst emblem of Alciatus, on the dose con- 
nexion which subsists between sweets and bitterness. Apes 
ideo pungunt (says Petronius) quia ubi dulce, iln et acidum 
inyenies. 

The allegorical description of Cupid^s employment, in Ho- 
race, may vie with this before us in fancy, though not in 

delicacy : 

ferns et Cupido 

Semper ardentes acuens sagittas 

Cote cnient4. 

And Cupid, sharpening all his fiery darts 
Upon a whetstone stainM with blood of hearts. 

Secnndus has borrowed this, but has somewhat softened 
the ima^ by the omission of the epithet *' cruenta. ' 

Fallor an ardentes acuebat cote sagittas? Eleg. i. 

5. 
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'< And dost thou smile 7" said little Love ; 
*' Take tbis dart, and thou may'st prove, 
*' That though they pass the breeze's iiigbt, 
" My bolts are not so feathery light." 
He took the shaft — and, oh ! thy look, 
Sweet Venus ! when the shaft he took*— 
He sigh'd, and felt the urchin's art ; 
He sigh'd, in agony of heart, 
*' It is not light — I die with pain I 
** Take — take thy arrow back again. ** 
*' No,** said the child, ^' it most not be, 
" That little dart was made for thee !** 



OBE XXIX. 

Yes — loving is a painful thrill. 
And not to love more painful still ; 

Ves — loving is a painful thriU, 

And not to lou9 ntore painful still ; eio.3 Monsieur Me - 
nage, in the following Anacreontic, enforces the necessity 
of loving: 

Ufos Ilfr^^f A«iNJ|A4» 'Terrop. 



I ©7 
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But surely 'lis the worst of fMiin, 
To love and not k« loved agsdiii ! 

^tMij 0U9 it n^tf-M, 

To rt»f§9 T¥ X4fPp49l0»9, 

Xo^itlf itttfiif €twmni9k 
T/ J^tiftu yif$ir Epmr^s * 
A»oP9 jutf iTi ^u;ci^* 
nrtpoytovtv us OXufc^ov 
KtiTtuttifttfitf ti9ttipu. 
Bptii^tif TiTtiyfitftot 
'BtXiim t{«yiif*f 

Vvwmpmrtpyr icm6mtpu» 
^/Af«^fy tfy 'TETTE, 

Ai)»stf A XotJ^fitVTt 

Kiueor tv^^pcmi ro ^ary»y 
'ly« /«i| t^tfmr t*tttof 

^*M4i9 Tt tUU ^iXUfBut. 

T9 PETCR AAKIEL ^Eff . 

Thon ! of taneful bards the first, 
Thou I by all the Graces nursed j 

* This line is borrowed from an epigram by Alphens of 
Mitylenc. 

— — '^v^n^ *ft9 'B.pms ««0y9. 

Menage, I think, says somewhere, Aat he was flie first who 
produced this epigram to the world. 
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Affection now has fled from earth. 
Nor fire of genios, light of birth, 
Nor heavenly yirtoe, can beguile 
From beaaty's cheek one favouring smile. 

Friend ! each otber friend above, 
Come with me, and learn to lore. 
Loving is a simple lore, 
Grraver men hare learnM before; 
Nay, the boast of former ages. 
Wisest of the wisest sages, 
Sophroniscus* prudent son, 
Was by Lovers illnsion won. 
Oh I how heavy life wonld move, 
If we knew not how to love ! 
Love's a whetstone to the mind ^ 
Thus His pointed, thns refined. 
When the soul dejected lies, 
Love can waft it to the skies ^ 
When in languor sleeps the heart. 
Love can wake it with his dart ; 
When the mind is dull and dark. 
Love can light it with his spark ! 
Come, oh ! come then, let ns haaie 
All the bliss of love to taste ; 
Let ns love both ni^t and day. 
Let ns love our lives away ! 
And when hearts, from loving free 
(If indeed such hearts there be). 
Frown upon our gentle flame, 
And the sweet delusion blame ; 
This shall be my only curse, 
(Could I, could I wish them worse?) 
May the J ne'er the rapture prove, 
Of the smile from lips we love ! 
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Gold is the woman's only theme, 
Gold is the woman^s only dream. . 
Oh ! never be that wretch forgiven — 
Forgive, him not, indignant Heaven ! — 
Whose grovelling eyes could first adore, 
Whose heart could pant for sordid ore. 
Since that devoted thirst began, 
Man has forgot to feel for man ; 
The pulse of social life is dead. 
And all its fonder feelings fled ! 
War too has sullied Nature's charms, 
For gold provokes the world to arms I 
And oh ! the worst of all its art, 
I feel it breaks the lover's heart ! 



ODE XXX * 

TwAS in an airy dream of night, 
I fancied, that I wing'd my flight 

^ Barnes imagines from this allegory, that oar poet married 
T«ry late in life. I do not perceire any thing in the ode which 
seems to allude to matrimony, except it be the lead upon xht 
feet of Cupid ; and I must confess that I agree in the opinion 
of Madame Dacicr, in her life of the poet, that he was always 
too fond of pleasure to marry. 
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On pinions fleeter than the wind| 

While little Love, whose feet were twined 

(I know not why) with chains of lead> 

Pursued me as 1 trembling fled ; 

Pursued — luaA could I e'er have t}>ottght ?-•* 

Swift as the moment I was caught I 

What does the wanton Fancy mean 

By such a strange, illusiTC scene ? 

I fear she whispers to my breast. 

That you, my girl, have stolen my rest ; 

That though my fancy, for a while, 

Has hung on many a woman's sniilf , 

I soon dissolved the passing tow. 

And ne'er was caught by Love till nowl 



ODE XXXI.* 

Arm'o with hyacinthine rod 
(Arms enough for such a god), 

* The design of ilm lUtle fietion- i> to intimate, that mock 
greater pain attend* ifns«Dsibiltty than can ever result from 
the tcnderest impressions of love. Longepierre has quoted 
an ancient epigram (I do not know where he loand ir)> whidh 
has some similitude to this ode : 
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Cupid bade me wing my pace. 
And try with him the rapid race* 
O'er the wild torrent^ rude and deefs - 
By tangled brake amd peudeat sleep, 

Lecto composttns, vix prima silentia noctis 

Carpebam, et somno lumina victa daban ] 
Cum me saevuA Amor preasum, sursumque capillis 

Excitat, et lacerum pervigilare jnbet. 
Tu famolns mctts, impit, ames cnm miile paellas, 

Solas Jo, solns, dure jacere potes? 
Exilio et pedihus nudis, tanicacfue sohitft, 

Omne iter impedro, nullum iter e^pecKo. 
Nunc propero, nunc ire piget ; nirsumque redire 

Poenitet; et pndor est »tare via media. 
£cce taceftt voces hominum, strepitusque ferarum^ 

£t Yolacnun canui«, tucbaque fida canum. 
SqIim egD «x csnctis paveo somiwniqne toniiaque, 

£l se^or impcriam, sa»ve Gupido^ iuom. 

Upon my conch I lay, at night profound, 

My langnid eyes in magic slumber bound, 

When Cupid caoH and snatchM me from my bed, 

And forced me many a weary way to tread. 

" What ! (said the god) shall you, whose vows are known, 

Who love so many nymphs, thus sleep alone?" 

I rise and follow ; all the night I stray, 

UnshelterM, trembling, doubtful of my way. 

Tracing wiih naked foot the painful track, 

Loth to proceed, yet fearfol to go back. 

Yes, at that hour, when Nature seems interred, 

Nor warbling birds, nor k>^wing flocka are Iwaidf 

T, ] alone, a ^sgitive from rest. 

Passion my guide, and madness in my breast, 

Wander the world around, unknowing where. 

The slave of love, the victim of despair I 
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With weary foot I panting flew. 
My brow was chill with drops of dew. 
And now my soul, exhausted, dying, 
To my lip was faintly flying ; 
And now I thought the spark had fled 
When Cupid hoverM o'er my head, 
And, fanning light his breezy plume, 
Recall'd me from my languid gloom ; 

JIfjr brow was chill with drops of dew. ^ I have followed 
those who read rii^fy ti'fms for vuftf u^f«f 5 i}i..' former is 
partly authorized b^ the MS. which reads TTiifiw t^ms^ 

And now my soul, exhausted^ dying. 

To my lip was faintly flying ; etc.'\ In the original, he 
says his heart flew to his nosej but our manner more na- 
turally transfers it to the lips. Such is the eftec( that Plato 
tells us he felt from a kiss, in a distich, <pDioted by Aolns 
Gellins : 

Tiyf ^v;ci* Ayts^mtM ^tXmf, %7Ft x^iX%9t9 f«%s»* 

WheneV r thy nectarM kiss I sip. 
And drink thy breath, in melting twine, 

My soul then flutters to my lip. 
Ready to fly and mix with thine. 

Aulns Gellius subjoins a paraphrase of this epigram, in 
which we find many of those mignardisos of expression, whack 
mark the effeminatton of the Latin language. 

jindj farming light his breezy plume^ 

Recall'd me from my languid gloom, ] " The facility with 
which Cnpid recovers him, signifies that the sweeU of love 
make us easily forget any solicitudes which he may occasion.'^ 
La Fosse. 
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Then said, in accents half-reproring, 
'* Why hast thou been a foe to loying ?" 



ODE XXXIL* 

Strew me a breathing bed of leaves, 
Where lotus with the myrtle weaves ; 

* We here have the poet, in his tme attrihates, reclining 
upon myrtles, with Cupid for his cup-bearer. Some inter- 
preters have ruined the picture by making Ef «f the name of 
his slave. None but Love should fill the goblet of Anacreon. 
Sappho has assigned this office to Venus, in a fragment. 
£Alf, Kvirpi) ;^^99tiMtnf t9 KvXtKt9vif iSfttf cvuutftty 

t^0tf y% KM 99lg» 

Which may be thus paraphrased : 

Hither, Venus ! queen of kisses, 
This shall be the night of blisses! - 
This the night, to friendship dear. 
Thou shalt be our Hebe here. 
Fill the golden brimmer high, 
Let it sparkle like thine eye! 
Bid the rosy current gush, 
Let it mantle like thy blush ! 
Venus ! hast thou e'er above 
Seen a feast so rich in love? 
Not a soul that is not mine! 
.Not a soul that is not thine ! 

** Compare with this ode (says the German commentator) 
the beautiful poem in Ramler*s Lyr. Blumenlese, lib. iv. 
p. ag|6. Amor als Diener." 
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And while ia luxury's dream I $ink, 

Let me the balm of Bacchus drink ! I 

In this delicious hour of joy 

Young Love shall he ray goblet-boy ; 

Folding his little golden vest, 

With cinctures, round bis snowy breast, 

Himself shall hover by my side^ 

And minister the racy tide ! 

Swift as the wheels that kindling roll, 

Oiu: life is hurrying to the goal t 

A scanty dust to feed the wind. 

Is all the trace 'twill leave behind. 

Why do we shed the rose's bloom 

Upon the cold, insensate tomb ! 

Can flowery breeze, or odour's breath, 

Affect the slumbering chill of death ? 

No, no ; I ask no balm to steep 

With fragrant tears my bed of sleep : 

But now, while every pulse is glowing, 

Now let me breathe the balsam flowing ; 

Now let the rose with blush of fire, 

Upon my brow its scent expire ; 

And bring the nymph with floating eye, 

Oh ! she will teach me how to die ! 
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Tes, Gapid ! ere my soul netive, 
To join the Meat Elyaian choir. 
With wine, and le^e, and blisses dear, 
ni make my own Elysium here ! 



ODE XXXIII.* 

TwAS noon of night, when round the pole 
The sullen Bear is seen to roll ; 
And mortab, wearied with the day, 
Are slumbering all th^ir c^tres away : 
An infant, at that dreary hour, 
Game weeping to my silent bower, 
And waked me with a piteous prayer, 
To save him from the midnight air ^ 

* Monsieur Bernard, the author of PArt d^aimer, hat writ- 
ten a ballet called *' Leg Surprises de TAmour,** in which 
the subject of the third entree is Anacreon, and the story of 
this ode suggests one of the scenes, (^uvres de Bernard, 
Anac. scene 4th. 

The German annotator refers us here to an imitation by 
Us, lib. iii. ** Amor und sein firuder,*^ and a poem of Kleist 
die Heiluiig. La Foat»iiie has travtlated, or rathtr imitated, 
this oile. 



1l6 ODES OF AlfACBEOir. 

^* And who art thoa/' I waking cry, 

'' That bid'st my blissful visions fly ?" 

'^ gentle sire !" the infant said, 

'^ In pity take me to thy shed ; 

'^ Nor fear deceit : a lonely child 

*^ I wander o'er the gloomy wild. 

'* Chill drops the rain, and not a ray 

'^ Illumes the drear and misty way !" 

I hear the baby's tale of woe ; 

I hear the bitter night-winds blow ; 

And, sighing for his piteous fate, 

I trimm'd my lamp, and oped the gate. 

'Twas Love ! the little wandering sprite. 

His pinion sparkled through the night ! 

I knew him by his bow and dart ; 

I knew him by my fluttering heart ! 

I take him in, and fondly raise 

The dying embers' cheering blaze ; 

" jind vvho art thou/^ I waking cry, 

" That bid' St my blissful visions fly?" '\ Anacreon ap- 
pears to have been a voluptnary even in dreaming, by the 
lively regret which he expresses at being disturbed from his 
visionary enjoyments. See the odes x. and xxxvii. 

' Twos Loue ! the little wandering sprite, etc,"} See the 
beautiful description of Cupid, by Moschus, in his first idyl« 



i 
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Press from his dank and clinging hair • 
The crystals of the freezing air. 
And in my hand and bosom hold 
His little fingers thrilling cold. 
And now the embers' genial ray 
Had warm'd his anxious fears away } 
'^ I pray thee,** said the wanton child 
(My bosom trembled as he smiled), 
*' I pray thee let me try my bow, 
^' For through the rain I've wanxler'd so, 
** That much I fear the ceaseless shower 
*' Has injured its elastic power.*' 
The fatal bow the urchin drew ; 
Swift from the string the arrow flew ; 
Oh ! swift it flew as glancing flame, 
And to my very soul it came ! 
'* Fare thee well," I heard him say, 
As laughing wild he wing'd away ; 
" Fare thee well, for now I know 
'^ The rain has not relax'd my bow ; 
'^ It still can send a maddening dart, 
'^ As thou shalt own with all thy heart I 
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Oh tbou, of all creation blest, 
Sweet insect ! that deligbt'st to rest 
Upon the wild wood's leafy top$, 
To drink the dew that morning drops, 
And chirp thy song with such a glee^ 
That happiest kings may envy thee ! 

^Father Rftptn^ hi H LAtih ode adclrefts^ to lh« ^M8«k>{>p«r, 
has preserved some of the thoughts of our author : 

O qax Tirenti graminis in toro, 
Cicada, klan()e srdis, et herhtdos 

Saltus (^mas^ oifiosM 

Ingcniosa ciere cantas. 
Sen fottc aduitls florihus hlcabas, 
Coeli cadncis ehria fletihus^ etc. 

Oh thou, that on the grassy bed 
Which Nature's vernal )ianA lias spreald, 
Reclinest toft^ and tdu'H tliy song. 
The dewy herbs and leaves among ! 
Whether thou liest on sprltlging AdwetS, 
Dmnk with the balmy mocntng^showers, 
Or, etc. 

See what Licetus says about grasshbpperS, Cap. ^ knA iSS. 

And chirp thy song with such a giee, etc*"] ^ Sonie au- 
thors have affirmed (says Madame Dacier), that it is only male 
grasshoppers which sing, and that the females are silent j and 
on this circumstance is founded a bon-mpt of Xenarchus, the 
comic poet, who says ur not* it rtrrtytf hk tv^mtft^ngy 
mf vmts yuftuitt yJ^ irt U9 ^mfifs tin i ' are not the 
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Whatever decks the Telret field, 
Whate'er the circling seasons yield, 
Whatever buds, whatever blows^ 
For thee it buds, for thee it grows. 
Nor yet art thoa the peasant's fear, 
To hiin thy friendly notes ^re dear ; 
For thou art mild as matin dew, 
And still, when summer's flowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloomy plain, 
We hear thy sweet prophetic strain ; 
Thy sweet propfietic strain we hear, 
And bless the notes and thee revere ! 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone ; 
Apollo calls thee all bis own ; 

grasshoppers happy in haying dumb wives ?*^ Titis note is 
originally Henry Stephen^s ^ but I cboM Mlker to make Ma^ 
dame Dacier my authority for it. 

The Muses lowe thr shrilly tone; etc"] Phile, de Animal 
Proprietat. calls this insect Muauif f /A«f , the darling of the 
Mnscs; and Mv9wv cfvify the bird of the Muses ^ and we 
find Plato compared for his eloquence to the grasshopper, in 
the following punning lines of Timon, preserved by Diogenes 
Laertins : 

This last line is borrowed from Homer's Iliad, y. where 
there occurs the very same simile. 
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» 

*Twa3 be who gxre thai roiee to thee, 
TU be who tuoes thy rainstreky. 
Unworn by agit*§ dim decline. 
The fadeless blooms of youth are thine. 
Melodious insect I child of earth ! 
In wisdom mirthful, wise in mirth ; 
Exempt from every weak decay. 
That withers vulgar frames away ; 
With not a drop of blood to stain 
The current of thy purer vein ; 
So blest an age is passed by thee, 
Thou seem'st a little deity ! 

Melodious insect ! child of earth I ] Liongepierre hat 
quoted the two first linet of an epigram of Antipater, from 
the first book of the Anthologia, where he prefers the grass- 
hopper to the swan : 

Afn%i rtrrsYmf f&th^m /^s^f, s(XA« wisvrff 
Atttitf KVKfmf net yiysffsripsi. 

In dew, that drops from moming^s wings, 

The gay Cicada sipping floats ; 
And, drunk with dew, his matin, sings 

Swef ter than any cygnet's notes. 
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ODE XXXV.* 

Cupid once upon a bed 

Of roses laid his weary head ; 

* Theocritas has imitated this beautiful ode in his nine- 
teenth idyl, but is very inferior, I think, to his original, in 
delicacy of point and naivettf of expression. Spenser, in one 
of his smaller compositions, has sported more diffusely on the 
same subject. The poem to which I allude, begins thus : 

Upon a day, as Love lay sweetly slumbering 

All in his mother's lap ; 
A gentle bee, with his loud trumpet murmuring. 

About him flew by hap, etc. etc. 

In Almeloyeen*s collection of epigrams, there is one by 
Luxorius, correspondent somewhat with the turn of Ana- 
creon, where Lore complains to his mother of being wounded 
by a rose. 

The ode before us is the very flower of simplicity. The 
infantine complainings of the little god, and the natural and 
impressive reflections which they draw from Venus, are beau- 
ties of inimitable grace. I hope I shall be pardoned for in- 
troducing another Greek Anacreontic of Monsieur Menage, 
not for its similitude to the subject of this ode, but for some 
faint traces of this natural simplicity, which it appears to 
me to have preserved : 

Tm WMfhftitv ««r«y 
Tjyy fttt ^tXni K«ptf9ti9 

np«9%i)Mf€t' Tp0t)^tlXm 
VOL. VII. (5 
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Luckless orchia not to see 

Within the leaves a slutnheHng bee I 

Ey# /k it wmpMrmfy 

Atmytmnu v» f>;v#i 
Kjm it /SAmfrif •(». 

As dancing o*er the ebafaiellM plain, 

The flow'ret of the yirgin train. 

My sonl^s Corinna^ lightly pliiy'd^ 

Toang Cnpid saw the graceful maid; 

He saw, and in a moment flew. 

And round her neck his arms he threw ^ 

And said, with smiles of infant joy, 

'* Oh ! kiss me, mother, kiss thy boy I ** 

Unconscious of a mothec^s name, 

The modest Tirgin blvfsh'd with shame ! 

And angry Cupid, scarce believing 

That vision could be so deceiving. 

Thus to mistake his Cyprian dame. 

The little infant blnsh*d with shame. 

*' Be not ashamed, my boy,** I cried, >! 

For I was lingering by his side \ 

** Corinna and thy lovely mother. 

Believe me, are so Kke each olher, 

That clearest eyes are oft berray*d, 

And uke thy Venus for the maid." ■^. 

Zitto, in his Cappriciosi Pensieri, has translated this ode of 
Anacreon. \ 
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The bee awaked — with anger wild 

The bee awaked and stung the child. 

Loud and piteous are his cries ; 

To Venus quick he runs, he flies ! 

'< Oh mother !•— I am wounded through-— 

'' I die with pain — in sooth I do ! 

^< Stung by some little angry thing, 

*' Some serpent on a tiny wing — 

'' A bee it was— for once, I know, 

^* I heard a rustic call it so.** 

Thus he spoke, and she the while 

Heard him with a soothing smile ; 

Then said, '' tty infant, if so much 

<< Thou feel the little wild bee's touch, 

<' How must the heart, ah, Cupid ! be, 

'' The hapless heart that's stung by thee !" 
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ODE XXXVI.* 

If hoarded gold possessed a power 

To lengthen life's too fleeting hour. 

And purchase from the hand of death 

A little span, a moment's breath, 

How I would love the precious ore ! 

And every day should swell my store ; 

That when the Fates would send their minion, 

To waft me off on shadowy pinion, 

I might some hours of life obtain, 

And bribe him back to hell again. 

* Montieur Fontenellc has translated this ode, in his dia- 
logue between Anacreon and Aristotle in the shades, where 
he bestows the prize of wisdom npon the poet. 

** The German imitators of it are, Lessing, in his poem 
* Gestern Briider, etc' Gleim, in the ode * An den Tod,' 
and Schmidt in der Poet. Blnmenl. Gotting. 1783, p. 7." 
Degen. 

That when the Fates would send their minion^ 

To waft me of on shadowy pinion, etc.'] The commen- 
tators, who are so fond of disputing " de lan& caprinA,'' hare 
been rery busy on the authority of the phrase n tsf 9mUf 
iiriXh- The reading of U if e»fttrsf tfrtXtny which De 
Medenbach proposes in his Amoenitates Litteraria;, was al- 
ready hinted by Le Fcrre, who seldom suggesu any thing 
worth notice. 
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But, since we ne'er can charm away 
The mandate of that awful day, 
Why do we vainly weep at fate, 
And sigh for life's uncertain date ? 
The light of gold can ne'er illume 
The dreary midnight of the tomb ! 
And why should I then pant for treasures ? 
Mine be the brilliant round of pleasures ; 
The goblet rich, the board of fiiends, 
Whose flowing souls the goblet blends I 
Mine be the nymph whose form j eposes 
Seductive on that bed of roses ; 
And oh ! be mine the soul's excess. 
Expiring in her warm caress ! 

2%e goblet rich^ the hoard offriendt, 

fyhote flowing touts the gobtet blends ! } This commu- 
nion of friendship, inrhich sinreetened the hoyrl of Anacreon, 
hat not heen forgotten by the author of the following acho- 
lium, where the blessings of life are enumerated with pro- 
verbial simplicity. 'fyiMUtf /siv «t^ir«f tif^i Stfrar. 
At»Ttp$t i\y lusAsf ^tf^y ytttvim, T$ Tpir$r i^^ irAtfrfff 
mJ%Xmf» JUii r$ TtT»fT$fy nryfCuf /sfm rmf ^iA«y. 

Of mortal blessings here, the first is health. 
And next, those charms by which the eye we move ; 

The third is wealth, unwounding guiltless wealth. 
And then, an intercourse with those we love ! 
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ODE XXXVII.* 

TwAS night, and many a circling bowl 
Had deeply warm'd my swimming soul ; 
As luU'd in slumber I was laid, 
Bright visions o'er my fancy play'd ! 
With virgins, blooming as the dawn, 
I seem*d to trace the opening lawn ; 
Light, on tiptoe bathed in dew. 
We flew, and sported as we flew ! 

♦ " Compare with this ode the beaatifhl poem, * dcr Tranm 
ofU».'" Dcgen. 

Monsieur Le Ferre, in a note npon this ode, enters into an 
elaborate and learned justification of drunkenness ; and this 
is probably the cause of the severe reprehension which I 
believe he suffered for his Anacreon. *' Fuit olim fateor (says 
he in a note upon Longinus), cum Sapphonem amabam. Sed 
ex quo iUa me perditissima faemina pene miserum perdidit 
cum sceleratissimo suo congerrone (Anacreontem dico, si 
nescis Lector), noii sperare,^ etc. etc. He adduces on this 
ode the authority of Plato, who allowed ebriety, at theDio- 
nysian festivals, to men arrived at their fortieth year. He like- 
wise quotes the following line from Alexis, whidi he says no 
one, who is not totally ignorant of the world, can hesitate to 
confess the truth of : 

''No lover of drinking was ever a vicious man." 
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Some ruddy striplings, young and sleek, 

With blusb of ^accbus pn tb«ir cheek, 

Saw me trip the flowery wild 

With dimpled girb,* and slyly smiW— 

Smiled indeed wilh wanton glee ; 

But ah ! 'twas plain they envied me. 

And still I flew— and now. I caught 

The panting nymphs, and fondly thought 

To kiss-*-whfn all my dream of joys, 

Dimpled girU and ruddy boys. 

All were gon^ ! '' AUs P' I a^id, 

Sighing for the illus^ns fle4f 

** Sleep ! again my joys restore, 

<* Oh I let me dream them o'er and o'er ! ** 

•—when all mjr dream ofjojrt, 
DimpUd girli and ruddy boys, 

All were gone!'] Nonnus says of Bacchjas, almost in 
the tame words that Anacreon uses. 

Waking, he lost the phantom^s charms, 

He foand no heauty in his arms ; 

Again to slnmber he easay'd, 

Again to dasp the shadowy maid! LoiroEPiEREE. 

" SkfiP ! ^gain .my joy restore, 

Oh I lot me dream them o*er and o*er /"] Doctor Joha- 
•on, in his preface to Shakespeare, animadYerdpg npon the 
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ODE XXXVIII.* 

Let us drain the nectar'd bowl. 
Let 115 raise the song of soul 
To him, the god who loyes so well 
The nectar'd bowl, the choral swell ! 
Him, who instructs the sons of earth 
To thrid the tangled dance of mirth ; 
Him, who was nursed with infant Love, 
And cradled in the Paphian grove ; 
Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms 
Has fondled in her twining arms. 

commentators of that poet, who pretended, in every little 
coincidence of thought, to detect an imitation of some an^ 
cieut poet, alludes in the following words to the line of Ana- 
creon before us : "I have been told that when Caliban, after 
a pleasing dream, says, ' I cried to sleep again,* the author 
imitates Anacreon, who had, like any other man, the same 
wish on the same occasion." 

* '* Compare w^th this beautiful T>de the verses of Magedom, 
lib. r. das Gesellschaftliche j and of Burger, p. 5i," etc. etc. 
Degen. 

Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms 

Uasfondled in her twining arms."] Robertellus, upon the 
epithalamium of Catullus, mentions an ingenious derivation 
of Cytherasa, the name of Venus, WMfts t$ »t9$ut rist 
ifmrssty which seems to hint that " Love's fairy favours arc 
lost, when not concealed.'' 
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From him that dream of transport flows, 
Which sweet intoxication knows ; 
With him the brow forgets to darkle. 
And brilliant graces learn to sparkle. 
Behold! my boys a goblet bear. 
Whose sunny foam bedews the air. 
Where are now the tear, the sigh ? 
To the winds they fly, they fly ! 
Grasp the bowl ; in nectar sinking, 
Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking ! 
Oh ! can the tears we lend to thought 
In life's account 'avail us aught ? 
Can we discern, with all our lore. 
The path we're yet to journey o'er ? 
No, no, the walk of life is dark, 
'Tis wine alone can strike a spark ! 

^o, nOf the walk of life is dark, 

*Tis wine alone eon strike a spark!"] The brevity of life 
allows arguments for the voluptuary as well as the moralist. 
Among many parallel passages which Longepierre has ad- 
duced, I shall content myself with this epigram from the 
Anthologia : 

E^Mmfttty JcvAijuif /sii^syiif ii^«^ivs<. 
P«isf s xmp^fTstf !«-# /8i«f. fim m Asiim 
Tnpat MvAtfsii, Mil r« riAsr ^vnrsr. 

Of which the following is a loose paraphrase : 

6. 
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Then let ne xpukS the loamy tide, 
And throQ^h ^ne dance meandemg 
Let me imbibe the $picy fonatfa 
Of odours chafed to frag^rant death ; 
Or from the kiss of lore inhale 
A more vokiptuoiis, ridier gale I 
To souls thli;t. court 1^ phantom Care, 
Let him retire and ^hro^id him there ; 
While we exhaust the nectar'd'bowl. 
And swell the dioial soag of.sovl 
To him, ^e God <who loves so well 
The nectar'd bg^, <Aie choral swell i 

Fly, my beloyed, to yonder stream^ 
Well ;^tuige nsifrom <die ncK>ntid« 1>eam ! 
Then cull i^e rose's bnmid bqd. 
And dip it in onr i^oblet's flood. 
*Oar age of i^UsA, ny nymph, ahaM fly 
As sweet, though passing, as that sigh 
Which seems to whisper o'er yonrlip, 
*' Gome, while yan may, of raptme sip.** 
For age wtil steal the rosy form. 
And jchill the pulse, which iremhles warm ! 
iiUid death— alas ! thathearu, which thrill 
Like yours and mine, should e'er be still ! 
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ODE XXXIX. 

How I love the festive boy, 
Tripping wild the dance 6f joy ! 
How I love the mallow sage, 
Smiling through the veil of age ! 
And whene'er this man of years 
In the dance of joy appears, 
Age is on his temples hung, 
But his heart— 'his heart is young! 

Age it on kis tempU$ kungy 

But his heart-^his heart is young I [] Saint Payin makes 
the same distinction in a sonnet to a yonng girl. 

je sail biienqiM les de»tiQ^es 
Qnt jnal compass^ nos waxUsg j 
]{k regacdex q^e m;on amour. 
Peni-^tre «n ^erez toqb ^miiA, 
U est ie«uie ex n'ast.qne da jour, 
Belle Iris, que je yous ai yne. . 

Fair and young, tbon bloomest now, 
And I full many a year have told ; 

But read die heart and not the brow, 
Thou thalt not find nrjr love is old. 

My love's a child ; juid thou canst say 
How much his little age may be, 

For he was bom the yery day 
That first I set my eyes on thee ! 
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ODE XL. 

I KNOW that Heaven ordains me here 
To run this mortal life's career ; 
The scenes which I have journied o'er 
Return no more — alas ! no more ', 
And all the path I've yet to go, 
I neither know nor ask to know. 
Then surely, Care, thou canst not twine 
Thy fetters round a soul like mine ; 
No, no, the heart that feels with me, 
Can never be a slave to thee ! 

• 

JVoy nOf the heart that feels with me,. 

Can neuer be a slat^e to thee ! ] Longepierre quotes an 
epigram here from the Anthologra, on account of the simi- 
larity of a particular phrase; it is by no means anacreontic, 
but has am interesting simplicity which induced me to para- 
phrase it, and may atone for its intrusion. 

EXirif K»t ov Tvj^fi ftiyti X'^iptrt, rot Xtfttf ivftf* 
Ouhf f/s«f x' vfctf. TFtci^tTt Tits fttr tflU 

At length to Fortune, and to yon. 
Delusive Hope ! a last adieu. 
The charm diat once beguiled is o^er, 
And I have rcach'd my destined shore! 
Away, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some 6impier hearts, 
And you will smile at their believing, 
And they shall weep at your deceiving ! 
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And oh ! before the vital thrill, 
Which trembles at my heart, is stilly 
ni gather Joy's luxuriant flowers, 
And gild with bliss my fading hours i 
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom. 
And Venus dance me to the tomb ! 
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ODE XLI. 

WuEif Spring begems the dewy scene. 
How sweet to walk the velvet green, 
And hear the Zephyr's languid sighs. 
As o'er the scented mead he flies ! 
How sweet to mark the pouting vine ; 
Ready to fall in tears of wine ; 

Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom. 

And Venus dance me to the tomb ! 3 The same commen- 
taior baf quoted an epitaph, inrritten upon our poet by Julian, 
where he makes him give the precepts of good-feiiowship 
even from the tomb. 

This lesson oft in life I sung, 

And from my graye I still shall cry, 

*' Drink, mortal I drink, while time is youngs 
Ere death has made thee cold as i.** 
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And with the Bsaid, irhoM every sigh | 

Is love and Uiss, entnnced to lie 
Where the «mboweriiigi branches meet^^ 
Oh ! is not Ibis divinely sweet ? 



ODE XLII * 

. Yes, be the glonioosi revd mine, 

Where humour sparkles from the wine I 

* 
And with the maid^ ivhQ89.evmy $igjk 
Is Uwe and bliss, etc."] Thus Horace : 

Qaid habes illins, iUins 
Qqae «inra}>at aivpres. 
Quae me sarpnerat mihi. Book iy. ode i3. 

And does there then remain bnt this, 
And hast ttion lost each rosy ray 

Of her, who breathed the soul of bliss. 
And stole rae from myself Away ? 

* The character of Anacreon is here yery strikingly de- 
pleted, flis love of social, harmonized pleasures, is expresssed 
with a warmdi, amiable and endearing. Among the epigrams 
imputed to Anacreon is the following ; it is the only one 
worth ttanslatioa, and it breadies the came ceptiraAau with 
this ode : 

Ov ^tx«fy if Kfnrn^ W0fst wM» tMm^r^miy 

Nff»i« mm WMMfsmf ikKfygwsm A«yff. 
AAA' irif MiMv#F Tiy umt ayXim ihf^ 'A^fhrnt 
E»fc^t9ymfy ifiSTtff f&fifrmTm ivffsvtiif* 
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Around me let the yoatfafol choir 

Respond to my hegoilittg lyre ; 

And while the red oiip eirdes ro«nd, 

Mingle in soul as weU as sound I 

Let the bright nymph, with trembling eye, 

Beside me all in blnshes lie; 

And, while she wares a frontlet fair 

Of hyacinth to deck my hair, 

Oh ! let me snatch her sidelong kisses. 

And that shall be my bliss of blisses 1 

My soul, to festive feeling true, 

One pang of envy never knew ; 

And little has it learn'd to dread 

The gall that Envy's tongue can shed. 

Away — 1 hate the slanderous dart, 

Which steals to wound th' unwary heart ; 

And oh ! I hate, with all my soul. 

Discordant clamours o'er the bowl, 

When to the lip the brimming cup is prossM, 
And hearti are aH afloat npon ttie slrean, 

Then banith from my 4>oard th* anpG*i«fa*d gnaat 
Who mtfkes the ieats of wafhie barbarows ibeBM. 

Bat bring the m«n, who oVr his goblet wreathes 
The Mnse's laurel with the Cyprian flower ; 

Oh I giye me him whose heart expansive breathes 
All the refinemenU of the social hour. 
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Where every cordial heart should be 
Attuned to peace and harmony; 
Gome, let us hear the soul of song 
Expire the silver harp along ; 
And through the dance's ringlet move, 
With maidens mellowing into love ; 
Thus simply happy, thus at peace, 
Sure such a life should never cease I 



ODE XLIII. 

While our rosy fillets shed 
Blushes o'er each fervid head, ' 
With many a cup and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 
And. while the harp, impassibn'd, flings 
Tuneful rapture from the strings, 

j^nd while ihe harp, impassion'd, flings 

Tuneful rapture from the strings, etc.] On the barbiton 
an host of authorities may be collected, which, after all, 
leave as ignorant of the nature of the instrument. There is 
scarcely any point upon which we are so totally uninformed 
as the music of the ancients. The authors * extant upon the 

* Collected by Meibomius. 
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Some airy nymph, with fluent limbs, 

Through the dance luxuriant svims. 

Waving, in her snowy hand, 

The leafy Bacchanalian wand, 

Which, as the tripping wanton flies, 

Shakes its tresses to her sighs ! 

A youth, the while, with loosen'd hair 

Floating on the listless air. 

Sings, to the wild harp's tender tone, 

A tale of woeSy alas I his own ; 

And then, what nectar in his sigh. 

As o'er his lip the murmurs die ! 

subject, are, I imagine, little understood; bat certainly if 
one of their moods was a progression by quarter-tones, which 
we are told was the nature of the enharmonic scale, sim- 
plicity was by. no means the characteristic of their melody j 
for this is a nicety of progression, of which modem music 
is not susceptible. 

The invention of the barbiton is, by Athenaeus, attributed 
to Anacreon. See his fourth book, where it is called r# 
iwptfftM ru Ay«icsi«»r«f. Neanthes of Cyzicns, as quoted 
by Gyraldus, asserts the same. Vide Chabot. in Horat. on 
the words " Lesboum barbiton,** in the first ode. 

jfnd thtrif what nectar in his sigh^ 
At o'er his lip the murmurs die ! ] Longepierre has quoted 
here an epigram from the Anthologia : 

Kjtfii rts ft f^fAiysi whrtrtpti ^^uXtotf oypstg, 
NcxTii^ fvy rs ^tXtifA** r« ya^ fs/Mi u»T»ff tiritti, 
N»» ftt^vm r« ^tXiif€M, v-sAvy r«» tpstTM wtwmtcmf* 

Of which the following may gire some idea : 



1 38 00B8 OF AITACaEIHr. 

Sorely nerer yet bas been 
So diyine, m> Heat a scene I 
Has Cupid left the starry sphere, 
To wave his golden tresses here ? 
Oh yes ! and Venus, Queen of Wiles, 
And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles, 
All, all are here, to hail with me 
The Genius of Festivity ! 

The kiss that she left on my lip. 
Like a dewnlrop shall lingering lie; 

Twas nectar she gave me to sip, 
Twas nectar I drank in her si^ I 

The dew that ^istiH'd in that kiss. 
To my soul was Toluptnons winfe ; 

ETer since it is dmnk with the bliss, 
And feels a delirium divine! 

Has Cupid left, the starry sphere^ 

To waue his golden tresses here ?] The introduction of 
these deities to the festiyal is merely allegorical. Ifadame 
Dacier thinks that the poet describes a mascpierade, where 
these deities were personated by the company in masks. The 
translation will conform widi either idea. 

j^ll, all are here, to hail with me 

The Genius of Festivity /] Kai^o the deity or grains of 
mirth. Philostratns, in the third of his pictures (as all the 
annotators have obs^rvedO, gives a very b^autilh] description 
of this god* 
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ODE XLIV.* 

Buds of roses, virgin flowers, 

Gull'd from Gapid's balmy bowers. 

In the bowl of Baechus steep, 

Till with crimscm drops they weep ! 

Twine the rose, the garland twine. 

Every leaf distilling wine ; 

Drink and smile, and learn to think 

That we were born to smile and drink. 

Rose I thou art the sweetest flower 

That ever drank the amber shower ; 

Rose ! thou art the fondest child 

Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph wild ! 

Even the Gods, who walk the sky. 

Are amorous of thy scented sigh. 

* This tpirited poem is an eulogy on the rose; and again, 
in the fifty-fifth ode, we shall find onr author rich in the 
praises of that flower. In a fragment of Sappho, in the 
romance of Achilles Tatius, to which Barnes refers us, the 
rose is very elegantly styled '' the eye of flowers ;** and the 
same poetess, in another fragment, calls the favours of the 
Muse ** the roses of Pieria.** See the notes on the fifty-fifth 
ode. 

« Compare with this forty-fourth ode (says the Germa« 
annotator) the beautiful ode of Ua die Rose,** 
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Cupidy tooy in Paphian shades. 
His hair with rosy fillet braidsy 
When with the blnshing, naked Graces, 
The wanton winding dance he traces. 
Then bring me showers of roses, bring, 
And shed them round me while I ^ng; 
Great Bacchus ! in thy hallow'd shade. 
With some celestial, glowing maid. 
While gales of roses round me rise, 
In perfume, sweeten'd by her sighs, 
111 bill and twine in early dance, 
Commingling soul with every glance ! 

fVTien with the blushing, naked Graces, 

The wanton winding dance he traces,"} '* This sweet idea 
of Lore dancing with the Graces, is almost peculiar to Ana- 
creon.'* Degen. 

fF'ith some celestial, glowing maid, etc.} The epithet 
fiu09»$Xirsfy which he gives to the nymph, is literally " full* 
bosomed:" if this was really Anacreon*s taste, the heaven 
of Mahomet would suit him in every particular. See the 
Koran, cap. 7a. 
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ODE XLV. 

Within this goblet, rich and deep, 

I cradle all my woes to sleep. 

Why should we breathe the sigh of fear, 

Or pour the unavailing tear 7 

For death will never heed the sigh, 

Nor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep, 

Must all alike be sealed in sleep : 

Then let us never vainly stray, 

In search of thorns, from Pleasure's way; 

Oh I let us quaff the rosy wave 

Which Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gave ; 

And in the goblet, rich and deep. 

Cradle our crying woes to sleep ! 

Tlien let us never vainly straff 

In search ofthomSf from Pleasure's way; etc.'] I have 
thus endeavoared to conrey the meaning of rt et r$f fii*9 
wXasmjumti according to Regnier*s paraphrase of the line : 

E che Tal, faor della strada 
Del piacere alma e gradita, 
Vaneggiare' in quesu vita? 
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ODE XLVIu* 

See, the young, the rosy Spring, 
GWes to the breeze her spangled wing ; 

* Hie fastidioos affectation of lome commentaton haa 4c- 
nonnced this ode as ' spurious. Degen pronoances the four 
last lines to be the patch-work of some miserable Yersificator, 
and Bmnck condemns the whole ode. It appears to ne to be 
elegantly graphical ; iiill of delicate expressions and luxuriant 
imagery. The abruptness of 'li^ itms tUff pmH9T§g is 
striking and spirited, and has been imiuted rather languidly 
by Horace: 

Vides ut alta stet nite candidum 

Soracte 

The imperatiTe i/^ is infinitely more impresiive, as in 
Shakespeare, 

But look, the mom, in russet mande clad, 
Walks o*er the dew of yon hig^ eastern hill. 

There is a simple and poetical description of Sprkig, in 
Catullus's beantifiil farewell to Bithynia. Garm. 44* 

Barnes conjectures, in his life of our poet, that this ode 
was written after he had returned <tom Athens, to settle in 
his paternal seat at Teos j there, in a little villa at some 
distance from the city, whidi commanded a. yntiw of the 
JEgean Sea and the islands, he contemplated the bcMitiM 
of natture and enjoyed the felicitiea of retirement. Vide 
Barnes, in Anac. Tita^ J xxxt. This snppositMni, kowerer 
nnauthenticated, forms a pleasant aasociaitioB, which makes 
the poem more interesting. 

Monsieur Cherreau says, that Gregory Naaianzenns has 
paraphrased somewhere this description of Spring. I cannot 
find it. See Chevreau, -OEuTres Mil4e». 

** Compare with this ode (says Degen) the verses of Hage- 
dorn, book fourth der Friihling, and book fifth der Mai.** 
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While virion Graces, warm with May, 
Fling roses o'er her dewy way 1 
The marmuring billows of the deep 
Have languished into silent sldep ; 
^d mark ! the flitting sea-birds lave 
Their plumes in the reflecting wkye ; 
While cranes from hoary winter fly 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 
Now the genial star of day 
Dissolves the murky clouds away ; 
And cultured field, and winding stream, 
kie sweetly tissued by his beam. 
Now the earth prolific swells 
With leafy buds and flowefy belb ; 

ff^hiie virgin Grac&tf warm with May, 

F^ing rases 6*er her dewjr way /] De Paaw reads, 
Xstptrm ^stk Cppir«f9, '* the rout display their graces.** 
This is not uningenious ; but we lose by it the beaaty of 
the persoaification; to the hbldneis of which l(eghier has 
objected, Yery firiyolonsly. 

7%e mMirmuring billows of the deep 

Maue iatiguish'd into silent sleep ; etc.] It has been justly 
remarked that the liquid flow of the line mirmk99trm y«A«yf 
ts perfectly expressive of the tranquillity which it describes. 

jind cultured field, and winding Hream, eCe.] By ftfrstt 
f^yn, <* the woru of men,** (says Baxter)^ he meant citiet, 
templet, and townt^ whiefa are then iilumiiiated by the hramt 
of tlie tan. 
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GemmiDg shoots the olive twine, 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine ; 
All along the branches creeping, 
* Through the velvet foliage peeping. 
Little infeuit fruits we see 
Nursing into luxury ! 



ODE XLVII. 

Tis true, my fading years decline, 
Yet can I quaff the brimming wine 
As deep as any stripling fair 
Whose cheeks the flush of morning wear ; 
And if, amidst the wanton crew, 
I'm call'd to wind the dance's clue, 
Thou shalt behold this vigorous hand 
Not faltering on the Bacchant's wand. 
But brandishing a rosy flask, 
The only thywus e'er I'll ask ! 

But brandishing a rosyflask^ elc.'\ Aoxttg was a kind of 
leathern vessel for wine, very much in use, as should seem 
by the proverb mff*$g *at BvXMK$fy which . was applied to 
those who were intemperate, in eating and drinking. This 
proverb is mentioned in some verses quoted by Athenaens, 
from the Uesione of Alexis. 

27ie only thyrsus eVr PU ask /] Phomntus assigns as a 
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Let those who pant for Glory's charms 
Embrace her in the field of arms ; 
While my inglorious, placid soul 
Breathes not a wish beyond the bowl. 
Then fill it high, my ruddy slave. 
And bathe me in its honied wave I 
For, though my fading years decay, 
And though my bloom has pass'd away, 
Like old Silenus, sire divine, 
With blushes borrowed from my wine, 
ni wanton 'mid the dancing train, 
And live my follies all again ! 



ODE XLVIII. 

When my thirsty soul I steep. 
Every sorrow's luU'd to sleep. 
Talk of monarchs I I am then 
Richest, happiest, first of men ; 
Careless o'er my cup I sing. 
Fancy m^kes me more than king ; 

reason for the consecration of the thyrsns to Bacchus, that 
inebriety often renders the support of a stick yery necessary. 

VOL. vn. 7 
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Giyes me wealthy Croesus' stoie, 
Can I, can I wiA for more ? 
On my velvet coach reclining, 
Ivy leaves my brow entwining. 
While my soul dilates with glee, 
What are kings and crowns to me ? 
If before my feet they lay, 
I would qmm them all away I 
Arm you, arm yon, men of might, 
Hasten to the sanguine fight ; 
Let me, oh, my budding vine I 
Spill no other blood than thine. 
Yonder brimming goblet see. 
That alone shall vanquish me ; 
Oh! I think it sweeter far / 

To DbiII in banquet than in war ! 

Ity Uaues mf brow entwining, «f e.] ** The ivy wa« con- 
•ecrated ta Bacchofl (says Montfanoon), becaiue he fimneriy 
lay hid nnder that tree, or, as others will hare it, hecanae 
its leaves resemble those of the vine. Other reasons for its 
consecration, and the tise of it in garl a nd s at banquets, may 
be foond in Longepierre, Barnes, etc. etc. 

Arm yoUf arm you, men of mighty 
Hatten to the sanguine fight }} I have adopted die inter^ 
pretation of Regnier and others : 

Altri segna Marte fero ; 

Che a«A Baoco h 1 mio eonforto. 
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ODE XLIX * 

When BacchuSy Joye's immortal boy, 

The rosy harbinger of joy^ 

Who, with the sunshine of the bowl, 

Thaws the winter of our soul ; 

When to my inmost core he glides, 

And bathes it with his ruby tides, 

A flow of joy, a lively heat, 

Fires my brain, and wings my feet ! 

'Tis surely something sweet, I think, 

Nay, something heavenly sweet, to drink ! 

* ThiB, the preceding ode, and a few more of the same 
character, are merely chansons li boire. Most likelj thej 
wore the efinsions of the moment of conTiyiality, and were 
sang, we imagine, with rapture in Greece ; but that interest- 
ing association, by which they always recalled the couTiTial 
emotions that produced them, can be yery little felt by the 
most enthusiastic reader; and much less by a phlegmatic 
grammarian, who sees nothing in them but dialects and par- 
ticles. 

fFhOf with ih€ sunshine of the bowl, 

Thaws the winter of our soul.^ A»«i«f is the title 
which he (^yes to Bacchus in the original. It is a curious 
circnmstance, that Plutarch mistook the name of Leri among 
the Jews for Ai iJi (one of the bacchanal cries), and acoord- 
in^y supposed that they worshipped Bacchus. 
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Sing, sing of love, let Music's breath 
Softly beguile our rapturous death. 
While, my young Venus, thou and I 
To the voluptuous cadence die ! 
Then waking from our languid trance, 
Again well sport, again well dance. 



ODE L * 

When I drink, I feel, I feel, 
Visions of poetic -zeal I 

* Faber thinks this spurious ; but, ] brieve, he is singular 
in his opinion. It has all the spirit of our author. Like the 
wreath which he presented in the dream, '' it smells of Ana- 



creon." 



The form of this ode, in the original, is remarkable. It is 
a kind of song of seven quatrain stanzas, each beginning 
with the line 

'Or' tym wtm rtf tfipsr. 

The first stanza alone is incomplete, consisting but of three 
lines. 

" Compare with this poiem (says Degen) the verses of Hage- 
dom, lib. V. der Wein, where that divine poet has wantoned 
in the praises of wine." 

IVhen J drink, I feel, I feel, 

f^isiorts of poetic zeal! ] *' Anacreon is not the only one 
(says Longepierre) whom wine has inspired with poetry. 
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Warm with the gobkt's freshening dews 

My heart invokes the heavenly Mnse. 

When I drink, my sorrow's o'er ; 

I think of doubts and fears no more ; 

But scatter to the railing wind 

Each gloomy phantom of the mind ! 

When I drink, the jesting boy, 

Bacchus himself, partakes my joy ; 

And, while we dance through breathing bowers 

Whose every gale is rich with flowers, 

There is an epigram in the first book of the Anthologia, 
which begins thus : 

Oiysf rtt ;(;«^iifri fttymf wtXtt iws MiJW, 

If with water yon fill np your glasses, 
You'll never write any thing wise \ 

For wine is the horse of Parnassus, 
Which hurries a bard to the skies ! 

And^ "whiU tve dance through breathing bowers, etc.] If 
some of the translators had observed Doctor Trapp's caution, 
with regard to vsAvtfy^tffy ft' gy mvfmtf^ '< Cave ne coelum 
inlelligas,*' they would not have spoiled the simplicity of 
Anacreon*s fancy^ by such extravagant conceptions of the 
passage. Could our poet imagine such bombast as the fol- 
lowing? ' 

Quand je bois, mon oeil s'ima^ne 
Que, dans nn tourbillon plein de parftuni divers, 
Bacchus m*emporte dans les airs, 
Rempli de sa liqueur divine. 
Or this: 
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In bowU he makes my senses swim. 
Till the gale breathes of nought but him ! 
When I drink, I deftly twine 
Flowers, begemm'd with tears of wine ; 
And, while with festive hand I spread 
The smiling garland round my head, 
Something whispers in my breast. 
How sweet it is to liye at rest I 
When I drink, and perfume stills 
Around me aU in balmy riUs, 
Then as some beauty, smiling roses, 
In languor on my breast reposes, 
Venus ! I breathe my tows to thee, 
In many a sigh of luxury ! 
When I drink, my heart refines. 
And rises as the cup declines, — 
Rises in the genial flow 
That none but social spirits know, 
When youthful revellers, round the bowl, 
Dilating, mingle soul with soul ! 

Indi mi mena 
Mentre lietro ebro deliro 
Baccho in giro 
Per la vaga aura serena. 

H^hen youthful reveUen, round the bowl. 

Dilating, mingle soul with souliy Subjoined to 'Gail's 
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When I drink, the bliss is mine, — 
There's bliss in eyery drop of wine I 
AU other joys that I have known, 
IVe scarcely dared to caU my own ; 
But this the Fates can ne'er destroy, 
Till Death overshadows all my joy ! 



ODE LL* 

Fly not thus my brow of snow, 
Lovely wanton ! fly not so. 

edition of Anacreon, diere are some canons letters upon the 
0M99I of the ancients, which appeared in the French Jour« 
nals. At the opening of the Odeon, in Paris, the managers 
of the spectacle revested Professor Gail to giye them some 
uncommon name for the fiStes of this institution. He sug- 
gested the word *' Thiase,*' which was adopted ; but the 
literati of Paris questioned the propriety of it, and addressed 
their criticisms to Gail, through die medium of the public 
prints . Two or three of the letters he has inserted in his 
edition, and they bare elicited from him some learned re- 
search on the subject. 

* Alberti has imitated this ode^ and Capilupus, in the fol* 
lowing epigram, has given a version of it : 

Cur, Lalage, mea riu, meos contenmis amores? 

Cur fugis e nostro pulchra puella sinu? 
Re fogias, sint sparsa licet mea tempora canis, 
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Though the wane of age is mine. 
Though the briUiant flush is thine^ 
Still Fm doomed to sigh for thee, 
Blesty if thou couldst sigh for me I 
See, in yonder flowery braid, 
Gull'd for thee, my blushing maid. 
How the rose, of orient glow, 
Mingles with the lily's snow ; 
Mark, how sweet their tints agree, 
Just, my girl, like thee and me I 

Inqae tno roseus iulgeat ore color. 
Aspice at intextas deceant quo^e flore corollas 
Candida purpureis lilia mista rotis. 

Oh ! why repel my soul's impassion'd vow. 
And fly, beloyed maid, these longing arms ? 

Is it, that wintry time has strew'd my brow, 
And thine are all the summer's roseate charms ? 

See the rich garland, cnll'd in vernal weather, 
Where the young rosebud with the lily glows j 

In wreaths of love we thus may twine together, 
And I will be the lily, thou the rose ! 

See, in yonder flowery braid, 

CuWdfor thee, my bhuhing maid ! ] " In the same man- 
ner that Anacreon pleads for the. whiteness of his locks, from 
the beauty of the colour in garlands, a shepherd, in Theocri- 
tus, endeavours to recommend his black hair : 

Km rs tor fttXttf trip km « y^mwvm vMKtf^os 

AAV g/M9r«f If T$tS U^M^If T« W^MTtt AiySfTflM." 

Longepierre, Barnes, etc. 
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ODE LIL* 

AwATy away, you men of rules. 

What have I to do with schools ? 

They'd make me learn, they'd make me think, 

But would they make me loye and drink ? 

Teach me this, and let me swim 

My soul upon the goblet's brim ; 

Teach me this, and let me twine 

My arms around the nymph divine ! 

* ** This is doubtlei t the work of a more modem poet than 
Anacreon ; for at the period when he lived rhetoricians were 
not known.** Dcgen. 

Though the antiquity of this ode is confirmed by the Vatican 
manuscript, I am rery much incline«l to agree in this argu- 
ment against its authenticity; for, though the dawnings of 
rhetoric might already haye appeared, the first who gave it 
any celebrity was Gorax of Syracuse, and he flourished in 
the century after Anacreon. 

Our poet anticipated the ideas of Epicurus, in his aversion 
\o the labours of learnins, as well as his devotion to volup- 
tuousness. n«fiif wmtrtiMf f€M»mffi ^ivyiri^ said the 
philosopher of the garden in a letter to Pythocles. 

Teach me tkiSf and let me twine 

3fy arms around the r^mph diwine /] By Zf^^^ Af ^s- 
^nit here, I understand some beautiful girl ; in the same 
manner that Aym$f is often used for wine. " Golden'* is 
frequently an epithet of beauty. Thus in Virgil, " Venus 
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Age begins to blanch my brow, 
Fve time for nought but pleasure now. 
Fly, and cool my goblet's glow 
At yonder fountain's gelid flow ; 
111 quaff, my boy, and calmly sink 
This soul to slumber as I drink ! 
Soon, too soon, my jocund slave, 
You'll deck your master's grassy grave ; 
And there's an end — for ah ! you know 
They drink but little wioe below ! 

aarea ; '* and in Properlius, '* Cynthia aurea." TibaUuSy 
howeyer, calls an old woman ^' golden.*' 

The translation d'Antori Anonimi, as usual, wantons on 
this passage of Anacreon : 

E m* insegni con pin rare 
Forme accorte d' involare 
Ad amabile beltade 
n bel cinto d' onestade. 

And therms an end—for ah I you know 
They drink but UtUe wine helow!'] Thas die witty 
Mainard : 

La Mort nous gnette j et qnand ses lois 
Nons ont cnferm^s nne fois 
An sein d'nne fosse pr<^onde, 
Adieu bons Tins et bon repas, 
Ma science ne troave pas 
Des cabarets en I'antre monde. 

From Mainard, Gombauld, and De Caiily, old French 
poets, some of the best epigrams of the English language 
are borrowed. 
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ODE LIII. 

When I behold the festiye train 

Of dancing youth, I'm young again I 

Memory wakes her magic trance 

And wings me lightly through the dance. 

Gome, Gybeba, smiling maid ! 

Gull the flower and twine the braid ; 

Bid the blush of summer's rose 

Bum upon my brow of snows ; 

And let me, while the wild and young 

Trip the mazy dance along. 

Bid the blush of summer's rose 

Mum upon my brow of snows ; etc.3 Licetus, in his Hie- 
roglyphica, ^oting two of our poet's odes, where he calls 
for garlands, remarks, ** Constat igitur iloreas coronas poetis 
et potantibas in symposio convenire, non antem sapientibns 
et philosophiam afiectantibns.'' — '' It appears that wreaths 
of flowers were adapted for poets and revellers at banquets, 
but by no means became those who had pretensions to wis- 
dom and philosophy." On this principle, in his i5ad chap- 
ter, he discoTers a refinement in Virgil, describing the gar- 
land of the poet Silenus as fallen off j which distinguishes, 
he thinks, the divine intoxication of Silenus iirom that of 
conmion drunkards, who always wear their crowns while 
they drink. This, indeed, is the *' labor ineptiarum" of 
commentators. 
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Fling my heap of yean away. 
And be as wild, as young as they. 
Hither haste, some cordial soul I 
Giye my lips the brimming bowl ; 
Oh ! you will see this hoary sage 
Foiget his locks, fo^et his age. 
He still can chaunt the festive hymn, 
He still can kiss the goblet's brim ; 
He still can act the mellow raver, 
And play the fool as sweet as ever I 

He still can kiss the goblcCs brim ; eUi.'\ Wine is pre- 
scribed by Galen, as an excellent medicine for old men : 
'' Qnod frigidos et bnmoribns expletos caleiaciat," etc. ; bnt 
Nature was Anacreon's physician. 

There is a proverb in Eriphns, as quoted by Athenaeus, 
which says, *' that wine makes an old man dance, whether 
he will or not." 

A^yS 15*' «f>^«<«S', IT KMUtS iZ^*9 
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ODE LIV.* 

METHirr&Sy the pictured bull we see 
Is amorous Joye — it must be he ! 
How fondly blest he seems to bear 
That fairest of Phoenician fair I 
How proud he breasts the foamy tide, 
And spurns the billowy surge aside ! 
Gould any beast of vulgar rein 
Undaunted thus defy the main ? 
No : he descends from climes above, 
He looks the God, he breathes of Jove ! 

* " This ode is written upon a picture which represented 
the rape of Enropa." Madame Dacier. 

It may perhaps be considered as a description of one of 
those coins, which the Sidonians strack off in honour of 
Europa, representing a woman carried across the sea by a 
bull. Thus Natalis Comes, lib. Yiii. cap. a3. '' Sidonii nu- 
mismata cum foeminft tauri dorso insideate ap mare trans- 
fretante, cuderunt in ejus honorem." In the little treatise 
upon the goddess of Syria, attributed yery falsely to Lucian, 
there is mention of this coin, and of a temple dedicated by 
the Sidonians to Astarte, whom some, it appears, confounded 
with Europa. 

Moschus has written a very beautiful idyl on the story of 
Europa. 

JVo : he descends from climes ahovCf 

He looks the God, he breathes of Jove /] Thus Moschus : 
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ODE LV.* 

While we invoke the wreathed spring. 
Resplendent rose ! to thee we'll sing ; 

The God forgot himself, his heaTen, for lore, 
And a bull's form belied th' almighty Jove. 

* This ode is a brilliant panegyric on the rose. " All an- 
tiquity (says Barnes) has produced nothing more beantifiil." 

Prom the idea of peculiar excellence which the ancients 
atuched to this flower, arose, a pretty proTerbial expression, 
used by Aristophanes, according to Suidas, ^ «/k ft tip^MMfy 
*' Tou hare spoken roses," a phrase somewhat similar to 
the '^ dire des flcurettes'' of the French. In the same idea 
of excellence originated, I doubt not, a yery curious appli- 
cation of the word ^60ofy for which the inquisitive reader 
may consult Gaulminus upon the epithalamium of our poet, 
where it is introduced in the romance of Theodorns. Mure- 
'us, in one of his elegies, calls his mistress his rose : 

Jam te igitur rursus t^neo, formosula, jam te 

(Quid trepidas?) teneo j jam, rosa, te teneo. Eieg. 8. 

NovfT I again embrace thee, dearest, 
(Tell me, vtranton, why thou fearest ?) 
Again my longing arms infold thee. 
Again, my rose, again I hold thee. 

This, like most of the terms of endearment in the modem 
Latin poets, is taken from Plautus ; they were vulgar and 
colloquial in his time, and they are among the elegancies of 
the modem Latinists. 

Passeratius alludes to the ode before us, in the beginning 
of his poem on the Rose : 

Camline digna rosa est ; vellem caneretor at illam 
Teins argut& cecinit testudine vates. 
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Resplendent rose ! the flower of Bowets, 
Whose breath perfumes Olympus' bowers ; 
Whose Yingin blush, of chasten'd dye, 
Enchants so much our mortal eye. 
When Pleasure's bloomy season glows, 
The Graces loye to twine die rose ; 
The rose is warm Dione's bliss. 
And flushes like Dione's kiss ! 
Oft has the poet's magic tonguie 
The rose's fair luxuriance sung ; 

Resplendent rose ! to thee we'll sing, ] I hare passed over 
the line ev9 trmpu «v(fi /si Awfy 3 it is corrupt in this 
original reading, and has been yery litde improved by the 
annotators. I should suppose it to be an iBterp<^tion, if 
it were not for a line which occurs aflerwards: ^f^f ^ 
^U9tf Aiya»/Kfy* 

The rose is warm Dione's bliss, cle.] Belleau, in a note 
upon an old French poet, quoting the original here m^foe^- 
trtrnn r tflvp/u*, translates it, '* comme les ddices et mignar- 
dises de V^nns.'^ 

Oft has the poeCs magic tongue 

The rose's fair luxuriance sung ; etcJ] The following is 
a fragment of the Lesbian poetess. It is cited in the romance 
of Achilles Tatius, who appears to have resolved the numbers 
into prose. Ei rttf «y|i9fy jyliAfv Ztvf tirtBtntu fimet- 
Af«, r« (s^v «y r«v ^y^iaiv tQavtXtfH* ytif *fi MVft^fy 
^tfraiy «yA«i'0;ju«) «^9«A^«f mUmvy XttfUtf^f i^uitifsm^ 
jMiXA«r «rp««^«y« £parr«f vyit, A^pohrnf vpsSfyii, 
%u%ti\9t ^vXXstt K0ftMy ftfjsiyvrsir virtfAsff rpuipSi* ro 
w-fTMAsy TO Zt^ufst yi A£. 

If Jove would give the leafy bowers 
A queen for all their worid of flowers, 
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And long the Muses, heavenly maids, 
Have rear'd it in their tuneful shades. 
When, at the early glance of mom, 
It sleeps upon the glittering thorn, 
'Tis sweet to dare the tangled fence. 
To cull the timid flow'ret thence. 
And wipe, with tender hand, away 
The tear that on its blushes lay ! 
'Tis sweet to hold the infant stems, 
Tet dropping with Aurora's gems. 
And fresh inhale the spicy sighs 
That from the weeping buds arise. 
When revel reigns, when mirth is high, 
And Bacchus beams in every eye. 
Our rosy fiUets scent exhale, 
And fill with balm the fainting gale I 

The rose would be the choice of JoTe, 
And blush, the qneen of every grove. 
Sweetest child of weeping morning, 
Gem, the vest of earth adorning, 
Eye of flow*rets, glow of lawns, 
Bud of beauty nursed by dawns : 
Soft the soul of love it breathes, ' 
Cypria's brow ynih magic wreaths. 
And, to the Zephyr's warm caresses. 
Diffuses all its verdant tresses. 
Till, glowing with the wanton's play, 
It blushes a diviner ray ! 
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Oh, there is nought in nature bright , 
Where roses do not shed their light I 
When morning paints the orient skies. 
Her fingers bum with roseate dyes ; 
The nymphs display the rose's charms. 
It mantles o'er their graceful arms ; 
Through Gytherea's form it glows, 
And mingles with the living snows. 
The rose distils a healing balm. 
The beating pulse of pain to calm ; 
Preserves the cold inurned clay, 
And mocks the vestige of decay : 

HHien morning paints the orient skies, 

Her fingers burn with roseate dyes; etc,"] In the original 
here, he enumerates the many epithets of beauty, borrowed 
from roses, which were used by &e poets, irmfm rstt e^fstf. 
We see that poeu were dignified in Greece with the title of 
sages : even die careless AnAcreon, who lived but for lore 
and yolnptuonsness, was called by Plato the wise Anacreon. 
Fnit hBC sapientia quondam. 

Preserves the cold inurned elay ; tffc] He here alludes 
to the use of the rose in embalming ; and, perhaps (as Barnes 
thinks), to the rosy unguent with which Venus anointed the 
corpse of Hector. Homer's Iliad 4^. It may likewise regard 
the ancient practice of putting garlands of roses on the dead, 
as in SuUus, Theb. lib. x. 783. 

■ ■ h i sertis, hi veris honore toluto 
Accumulant artus patriAque in aede reponunt 
Corpus odoratum. 
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And when, at length, in pale decline^ 

Its florid beauties £MLe and pine, 

Sweet as in youth, its balmy breath 

Diffuses odour e'en in death I 

Oh ! whence could such a plant haye spruBg ? 

Attend — ^for dius the tale is sui^. 

Where " yens honor,** though it mean every kind of flowers, 
may seem more particnlarly to refier to the rose, which oar 
poet, in another ode, calls Mf4S fAtXiff$ti, We read, in the' 
Hieroglyphics of Pierins, lib. It. that some of the ancients 
used to order in their wills, that roses should be ammally 
scattered on their tombs, and he has adduced some sepulchral 
inscriptions to this purpose. 

u^nd mocks the vestige ofdeeajrJ} When he says that this 
flower prerails over time itself, he still alludes to its efficacy in 
embalment (tenerft poneret ossa rosA. Propert. lib. i. eleg. 17), 
or perhaps to the subsequent idea of its fragrance sunriTing 
its beauty j for he can scarcely mean to praise for duration 
the *' nimium breves flores'* of the rose. Philostratus com- 
pares this flower with love, and says, that they both defy the 
influence of time ; >;p0v«' ^ vrc £p«f> tfri ^s/« siJ^v. 
Unfortunately the similitude lies not in their duration, but 
their transience. 

iSweet as in youth, its balmy breath 
Diffuses odour e'en in death! 2 Thus Caspar Barlsns, in 
his Ritas Nuptiarum : 

Ambrosium late rosa tunc qnoque spargit odorem. 
Cum flnit, aut multo languida sole jacet. 

Nor then the rose its odour loses, 
When all its flushing beauties die j 

Nor less ambrosial balm diffuses, 
When wither*d by the solar eye ! 
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Y^eni humidi from the silyery streamy 

Effiising beauty's warmest beam, 

Venus appeared, in flushing hues, 

Mellowed by Ocean's briny dews } 

When, in the starry courts above, > 

The pregnant brain of mighty Joye 

Disclosed the nymph of azure glance, 

The nymph who shakes the martial lance ! 

Then, then, in strange eventful hour, 

The earth produced an infant flower. 

Which sprung, with blushing tinctures dress'd^ 

And wanton'd o'er its parent breast. 

The gods beheld this brilliant birth. 

And hail'd the Rose, the boon of earth ! 

With nectar drops, a ruby tide, 

The sweetly orient buds they dyed, 

H^ith nectar drops, a ruby tide. 

The sweetly orient buds they dyed, efc] The author of 
the '' Pervigiliaiu Veneris** (a poem attributed to Catolliis, 
the style of which appears to me to have all the laboured 
luxuriance of a much later period) ascribes the tincture of 
the rose to the blood from the wound of Adonis— 

— ros» 
Fu8» aprino de cruore — 

according to the emendation of Lipsius. In the following 
epigram this hue is differently accounted for : 
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And bade them bloom, the .flowers diyiiie 
Of him who sheds the teeming vine ; 
And bade them on the spangled thorn 
Expand their bosoms to the mom. 



ODE LVI;* 

He, who instructs the youthful crew 
To bathe them in the brimmer's dew, 

ilia quidem stadiosa snum defendere Adonim, 
GradiTus stricto quern petit ense ferox, 

Affixit duris yestigia caeca rosetis, 
Albaqae diviao picta cmore rosa est. 

While the enamoar'd qaeen of joy 
Flies to protect her lovely boy. 

On whom the jealoas war-god rushes j 
She treads upon a thomedrose, 
And while the wound with crimson flows, 

The snowy flow'ret feels her blood, and blushes ! 

* '< Compare with this elegant ode the verses of Uz, lib. i. 
die Weinlese." Degen. 

This appears to be one of the hymns which were sung at 
the anniversary festival of the vintage j one of the i%'i?^ftu 
y^fciy as our poet himself terms them in the fifty-ninth ode. 
We cannot help feeling a peculiar veneration for these rdics 
of the religion of antiquity. Horace may be supposed to have 
written ^e nineteenth ode of his second book, and the 
twenty-fifth of the third, for some bacchanalian celebration 
of this kind. 
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And taste, undoy'd by rich excesses. 
All the bliss that wine possesses ! 
He, who inspires the youth to ghnce 
In winged circlets through the dance ! 
fiacchuSi the god, again is here. 
And leads along the blushing year ; 
The blushing year with rapture teems, 
Ready to shed those cordial streams, 
Which, sparkling in the cup of mirth, 
Illuminate the sons of earth I 
And when the ripe and vermil wine, 
S#eet infant of the pregnant vine, 
Which now in mellow clusters swells, 
Oh ! when it bursts its rosy cells. 
The heavenly stream shall mantling flow. 
To balsam every mortal woe ! 

H^hich, sparhUng in the cup cf mirth. 

Illuminate the sons of earth! 2 In the original ir«rtF 
tffoyor »«/i«/{«ry» Madame Dacier thinks that the poet here 
had the nepenthe of Homer in his mind. Odyssey, lib. iv. 
This nepenthe^ was a something of exquisite charm, infused 
by Helen into the wine of her guests, which had the power 
of dispelling eyery anxiety. A French writer, with yery ele- 
gant gallantry, conjectures that this spell, which made the 
bowl so beguiling, was the charm of Helen's conyersation. 
See De Mer^, quoted by Bayle, art. Heline. 
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No jouth shall then be wan or weak. 
For dimpling health shall light thexheek ; 
No heart shall then desponding si(^y 
For wine shall bid despondence fly ! 
Thus— till another autumn's glow 
ShaU bid another yintage flow ! 



ODE LVIL* 

AiTD whose immortal hand could shed 
Upon this disk the ocean's bed ? 

* This ode is a yetj animated deicription of a pictore of 
Venns on a ditcna, which represented the goddess in her 
first emergence from the wayes. About two oentnries after 
onr poet wrote, the pencil of the artist Apelles embellished 
this subject, in his famous painting of the Venus Anadjo- 
men^, the model of which, as Plinj informs us, was the beau- 
tiful Campaspe, given to him hj Alexander ; though, accord- 
ing to IVatalis Comes, lib. vii. cap. i6, it was Phrjne who 
sat to Apelles for the face and breast of this Venus. 

There are a few blemishes in the reading of the ode before 
Hi, which have influenced Faber, Heyne, Brunck, etc. to de- 
nounce the whole poem as spurious. Kon ego paucis offendar 
macnfis. I think it is beautiful enough to be authentic. 

jind whose immortal hand could shed 
Upon this dish the ociarCs bed?"} The abruptness of 
M^m Tig T4ft9e% wsfTSfy is fintly cxpresnye of sodden ad- 
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Andy in a frenzied flight of soul, 
Sublime as Heaven's eternal pole, 
Imagine thus, in semblance warm, 
The Queen of Love's voluptuous foTm 
Floating along the silvery sea 
In beauty's naked majesty ? 
Oh I he has given the captured sight 
A witching banquet of delight ; 
And all those sacred scenes of Love, 
Where only hallow'd eyes may rove. 
Lie faintly glowing, half-K^onceal'd, 
Within the lucid billows veil'd. 
Light as die leaf that summer's breeze 
Has wafted o'er the glassy seas, 

miration, and is one of those beauties which we cannot bat 
admire in their scarce, thoagh, by frequent imitation, they 
are now become languid and nnimpressife. 

jind all those sacred scenes of love, 

IVhere only hallowed ejres may roue, elcj The picture 
here has all the delicate character of the semi-reducta Venus, 
and is the sweetest emblem of what the poetry of passion 
ought to be ; glowing but through a veil, and stealing upon 
the heart from concealment. Few of the aucienis have at- 
tained this modesty of description, which is like the golden 
cloud that hung over Jupiter ^tid ^imo, impenrions to erery 
beam but that of fancy. 
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She floi^ upon the ocean's bieast, 
Which undulates in sleepy rest. 
And stealing on, she gently pillows 
Her bosom on the amorous billows. 
Her bosom, like the humid rose; 
Her necky like dewy-sparkling snows, 
Illume the liquid path she traces, 
And bum within the stream's embraces I 
In languid luxury soft she glides, 
Encircled by the azure tides,* 
Like some fair lily, faint with weeping, 
Upon a bed of violets sleeping ! 
Beneath their queen's inspiring glance, 
The dolphins o'er the green sea dance. 
Bearing in triumph young Desire, 
And baby Love with smiles of fire ! 

Her bosom, like the humid rose, etc,"] ^^F«»^#y (says an 
anonymous annotator) is a whimsical epithet for the bosom.** 
Neither Catullus nor Gray have been of his opinion. The 
former has the expression, 

En hie in roseis latet papillis. 

And the latter, 

Lo I where the ro8y-bosom*d hours, etc. 

Crottns, a modern Latinist, might indeed be censured for 
too vague an use of the epithet <' rosy,^ when he applies 
it to the eyes : '* e roseis oculis.** 

— — — young Desire, etc.] In the original *lf^tpsf. 
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While, sparkling on the silver wares, 
The tenants of the briny cares 
Around the pomp in eddies play, 
And gleam along the watery way. 



ODE LVIIL* 

When gold, as fleet as Zephyr's pinion. 
Escapes like any faithless minion, 

who was the same deity with Jocus among the Romans. 
Aurelias Augurellas has a poem hegitming 

Invitat olim Bacchus ad coenam suos 
ComoHy Jocmn, Cupidinem. 

Which Paraell has closely imitated : 

Gay Bacchns, liking Estoourt^s wine, 
' A nohle meal hespoke ns ; 
And, for the guests that were to dine, 
Brought Comas, Love, and Jocus, etc. 

* I have followed Barnes's arrangement of Uiis ode ^ it de- 
viates somewhat from the Vatican MS., but it appeared to 
me the more natural order. 

ff^hen gold, as fleet as Zephjrr^s pinion. 

Escapes like any faithless miniorif etc,2 ^^ ^^ original 
'O i^tiwtriit }^pvnf. There is a kind of pan in these 
words, as Madame Dacicr has already remarked ; for Chrysos, 
which signifies gold, was also a frequent name for a dave. 
In one of Lucian's dialogues, there is, I think, a similar play 

, TOL. Til. y 
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And flies me (as he flies me ev^t)y 
Do I pursue him? inever^ never ! 
No, let the false deserter go, 
For who would co^rt his diresjt foe ? 
But, when I feel my lightened mind 
No more by ties of gold confined, 
I loosen all my clinging cares, 
And cast them to the y^igrant airs. 
Then, then I feel the Muse's spell, 
And wake to life the dulcet shell ; 



upon ihe word, where the followers of Chrysippus are called 
golden fishes. The puns of the ancienU are, in general, even 
more vapid than our own ; some of the best are those recorded 
ofDiogencs. 

And JUes me (as he flies me ever), etc.] Ai< i*y «f< 
fit ^fvyii* This grace of iteration has already been taken 
notice of. Though sometinies mesely a playful beaaty, it is 
peculiarly expressive of impassioned seatiment, and we may 
easily believe that it was one of the many sources of thai 
energetic sensibility which breadied through the style of 
Sappho. See Gyrald. Vet. Poet. Dial. 9. It wiU not be said 
that this is a mechanical ornament by any one who can feel 
its charm in those Unes of Catullus, where he compUins of 
the infidelity of his mistress, Lesbia. 

Coeli, Lesbia nostra, Lesbia ilia, 

nia Lesbia, quam Catullus unam, 

Plus quam sc aKpie suos amavit osmes, 

Nunc, etc. 
Si sic omnia dixisscl ! but the rest does not bear ciution. 
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The dulcet shell to beauty siugs, 
And love dissolves along the strings ! 
Thus, when my heart is sweetly taught 
How littlq gold deserves a thought,. 
The winged slave; returns once mpie, 
And with him walta deUpi^usstmr^ 
Of racy wine« whosie balmy art 
In slumber seals the aoxiQUSL heart ! 
Again he tri^s my soul to sever 
From love and song, perhaps, for ever ! 
Away, deceivex! !. why puxsuing 
Ceaseless thus my heart's undoing ? 
Sweet is the song of amorous fire ; 
Sweet are the sighs that thrill the lyre ; 
Oh ! sweeter far than all the gold 
The waftage of thy wings can hold. 
I well remember all thy wili» ^ 
They withered Cupid's flowery smiles, 
And o'er his harp such garbage sh«d, 
I thought its angel breath was fled ! 
They tainted all his bowl of blisses, 
His bland desires and hallow'd kisses. 

They tainted ali hit bowl qfblUtei, 

His bland detiret and halloed kittet,^ Original ; 
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Oh ! fly to haunts of sordid men^ 
But rove not near the bard again ; 
Thy glitter in the Muse's shade * 
Scares from her bower the tuneful maid ; 
And not for worlds would I forego 
That moment of poetic glow. 
When my full soul, in Fancy's stream, 
Pours o'er the lyre its swelling theme. 
Away, away ! to worldlings hence, 
Who feel not this diviner sense, 
And with thy gay, fallacious blaze, 
Dazzle their unrefined gaze. 

Horace hu "Desidertqae temperare pocnlum,'^ not figa- 
ratiyely, howerer, like Anacreon, but importing the love- 
philtres of the witches. By ''cups of kisses*' our poet may 
allude to a favourite gallantry among the ancients, of drinking 
when the lips of their mistresses had touched the brim : 

" Or leave a kiss within the cup. 
And m not ask for wine," 

As in Ben Jonson's translation from Philostratus; and Lucian 
has a conceit upon the same idea, *' *If« »Mt wtftit mftm mu 
ftXtigi** '* that yon may at once both drink and kiss.*' 
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ODE LIX * 

Sablbd by the solar beam, 

Now tke fiery dusters teem, 

In osier baskets, borne along 

By all the festal vintage throng 

Of rosy youths and virgins fair, 

Ripe as the melting fruits they bear. 

Now, now they press the pregnant grapes, 

And now the captive stream escapes. 

In fervid tide of nectar gushing. 

And for its bondage proudly blushing ! 

While, round the vat's impurpled brim, 

The choral song, the vintage hymn 

Of rosy youths and virgins fedr, 

Steals on the doy'd and panting air. 

* The title SsriA^fier v^ver» which Bamee hat giTen to 
this ode, is hy no means appropriate. We haTe already had 
one of ^ose hymns (ode 56), bnt this is a description of the 
▼intage ; and the title tit sif •», which it bears in the Vatican 
MS., is more correct than any diat haTe been suggested. 

Degen, in the true spirit of literary scepticism, doubts that 
this ode is genuine, without assigning any reason for snch 
a suspicion. ^' Non amo te, Sabidi, nee possum dicere 
qnare J** bnt this is far firom tatis£actory criticism. 



■74 ODES OF APTACREOlf. 

Mark, how they drink^ with all their eyes, 

The orient tide that iparkliBg flies ; 

The infant balm of all their fears. 

The infant Bacchus, bom in tears ! 

When he, whose verging years decline 

As deep into the vale as mine, 

When he inhales the yintage-quring, 

His heart is fire, his foot's a wing ; 

And as he flies, his hoary hair 

Plays truant with the wanton air ! 

While the warm youth, whose wishing soul 

Has kindled o'er th' inspiring bowl, 

Impassioned seeks the shadowy grove, 

Where, in the tempting guise of love. 

Reclining sleeps some witching maid. 

Whose sunny charms, but half display'd. 

Blush through the bower, that, closely twined, 

Excludes the kisses of the wind I 

The virgin wakes, the glowing boy 

Allures her to th' embrace of joy ; 

Swears that the herbage Heaven had spread, 

Was sacred as the nuptial bed ; 

Swears that the herbage Meatmen had spread^ 

JVas sacred as the nuptial bed; elc] The original here 
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That laws should never bind desire, 
And love was nattlt^'s holiest fire I 
The virgin weepa^ the virgin sighs ; 
He kiss'd her lips, he kiss'd her eyes ; 
The sigh was balm^ the tear was dew, 
They only raised his flame anew. 
And, oh ! he stole the sweetest flower 
That ever bloom'd in any bower ! 

Such is the madness wine imparts, 
Whene'er it steals on youthful hearts. 

has been variously interpreted. Som6, in iheif seal for our 
author's purity, have supposed that.the youth only persuades 
her to a premature marriage. Others undei^tand from the 
words wfcihnt yufutf ytfio^tu^ that he seduces her to a 
violation of the nuptial vow. The turn which I have given 
it is somewhat like die sentiment of Hdoisa, " amorem con- 
jugio, libertatem vinculo prseferre." (See her original Letters.) 
The Italian translations have almost all wantoned upon this 
description; but that of Marchetti is indeed '*niminm lubri- 
cus aspici." 
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ODE LX * 



Awake to life, my dulcet shell, 
To Phoebus all thy sighs shall swell ; 
And though no glorious prize be thine, 
No Pythian wreath around the^ twine, 
Yet eyery hour is glory's hour, 
To him who gathers wisdom's flower ! 
Then wake thee from thy magic slumbers, 
Breathe to the soft and Phrygian numbers, 
Which, as my trembling lips repeat. 
Thy chords shall echo back as sweet. 
The cygnet thus, with fading notes, 
As down Gayster's tide he floats. 
Plays with his snowy plumage fair 
Upon the wanton murmuring air, 

* This hymn to Apollo is supposed not to have been 
written by Anacreon, and it certainly is rather. a snblimer 
flight than the Teian wing is accustomed to soar. But we 
onght not to jadge from this diversity of style, in a poet of 
whom time has preserved sach partial ^relics. If we knew 
Horace but as a satirist, should we easily believe there could 
dwell such animation in his lyre? Snidas says that our 
poet wrote hynms, and this perhaps is one of them. We 
can perceive in what an altered and imperfect state his works 
are at present, when we find a scholiast upon Horace citing 
an ode from the third book of Anacreon. 
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Which amorously lingers round, 
And sighs responsive sound for sound ! 
Muse of the Lyre I illume my dream, 
Thy Phoebus is my fancy's theme ; 
And hallow'd is the harp I bear, 

And hallowed is the wreath I wear, 
HaUow'd by him, the god of lays, 
Who modulates the choral maze I 
I sing the loye which Daphne twined 
Around the godhead's yielding mind"; 
I sing the blushing Daphne's flight 
From this aethereal youth of light ; 
And how the tender, timid maid 
Flew panting to the kindly shi|de. 
Resigned a form, too tempting fair, 
And grew a verdant laurel there ; 

And how the tender, timid maid 

Flew panting to the kindly shade, etc^ Original : 

I find the word xtitrff here has a double force, as it also 
signifies that '* omnium parentem, ^am sanctos Niuna,^ 
etc. etc. (See Martial.) In order to confirm this import of 
the word here, those who are curious in new readings, may 
place the stop after f «sv«f^ thus : 

8. 
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Whose leaves, with sympathetic thrill, 
In terror seem'd to tremble still ! 
The god pursiied, with wing'd desire ; 
And when bis hopes were all on lire. 
And when he thought to hear the sigh 
With which enamoured virgins die, 
He only heard the pensive air 
Whispering amid her leafy hair ! 
But oh, my soul I no more — ^no more ! 
Enthusiast, whither do I soar ? 
This sweetly maddening dream of soul 
Has hurried me beyond the goal. 
Why should I sing the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts. 
When sure the lay, with sweeter tone, 
Can tell the darts that wound my own ? 
Still be Anacreon, still inspire 
The descant of the Teian lyre : 

StiU be Anacreon^ still inspire 

y%0 descant ef the Teian Ijrre, ] The original is T«f 
AftiMft^STm fMfiM. I haye translated it under the supposition 
that the hymn is by Anacreon; thou^ I fear, from this very 
line, that his claim to it can scarcely be supported. 

T0ir AF«Mpi0yr« fttftu^ *' Imitate Anacreon." Such is the 
esson given us by the lyrist ; and if, in poetry, a simple ele- 
gance of sentiment, enriched by the most playful felicities of 
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Still let the nectar'd numbers float, 
Distilling love in every note ! 

fancy, be a charm which inyitea or deserves imitation, whcic 
shall we find such a gaide as Anacreon ? In morality, too, 
with some little rtserre, I think we might not blnsh to fol- 
low in his footsteps. For if his song be the language of his 
heart, though luxurious and relaxed, he was artless and be- 
nevolent ; and who would not forgive a few irregularities, 
when atoned for by virtnes so rare and so endearing? When 
we think of the sentiment in those lines : 

Away I I hate the slanderous dart. 
Which steab to wound th^ unwary heart, 

how many are there in the vyorld, to whom we would wish 
to say, Tsy AfMtffVTU f^iftM ! 

Here ends the last of the odes in the Vatican M^. whose 
authority confirms the genuine antiquity of them all, though 
a few have stolen among the number, which we may hesitate 
in attributing to Anacreon. In the little essay prefixed to 
this translation, I observed that Barnes has quoted this manu- 
script incorrectly, relying upon an imperfect copy of it, which 
Isaac Vossius had taken; I shall just mention two or three 
instances of this ikiaccniracy, the first which occur to me. In 
ihe ode of the Dove, on the words Ilrif sfM 0vy»«iA»4^tf , ho 
says, ** Vatican MS. rvrKm(«y, etiam Pl^stiano invito. * 
though the MS. reads> tvvitm^v^ity with vvfumnt inter- 
lined. Degen, too, on the same line, is somewhat in error. 
In the twenty-second ode of this series, line thirteenth, the 
MS. has riyiif with m interlined, and Barnes imputes to it 
the reading of riv^. In the fifty-seventh, line twelfth, lie 
professes to have preserved the reading of the MS. AAtfA^/si viy 
^' IV «vrif, while the latter has tfAtfA^^cysr ^ tw* «vr«. 
Almost all the other nnnotators have transplanted these errors 
from Barnes. 
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And when the youth, whose burning soul 
Has felt the Papbian star's control. 
When he the liquid lays shall hear, 
His heart will flutter to his ear, 
And drinking there of song diyine, 
Banquet on intellectual wine ! 



ODE LXI * 

Golden hues of youth are fled ; * 
Hoary locks deform my head. 
Bloomy graces, dalliance gay, 
All the flowers of life decay. 

* The intrusion of this melancholy ode among the careleu 
levities of oar poet, has always reminded me of the skeletons 
which the Egyptians used to hang up in thdr banquet-rooms, 
to inculcate a thought of mortality even amidst the dissipa- 
tions of mirth. If it were not for the beauty of its numbers, 
the Teian Muse should disown this ode. Quid habet illivs, 
illius que spirabat amores? 

To Stobaeus we are indebted for it. 

Bloomy graces, dalliance gay. 

All the flowers of life decay. "] Horace often, with feel- 
ing and elegance, deplores the fngacity of human enjoy- 
ments. See book ii. ode ii; and thus in the second epistle 
book ii. 



00£S OF ANACREON. l8l 

[Withering age begins to trace 
id memorials o'er my face ; 
fime has shed its sweetest bloom, 
II the fatore must be gloom ! 
lis awakes my hourly sighing ; 
iry b the thought of dying ! 
luto's is a dark abode, 
id the journey, sad the road : 
id, the gloomy travel o'er, 
! we can return no more ! 

Singula de nobis anni pnedantur eantes. 
Eripoere jocos, yenerem, conyiTia, ludam. 

The wing of every passing day 
Withers some blooming joy away; 
And wafts from onr enamoor'd arms 
The banquet's mirth, the virgin's charms. 

Dreary it the thqught of dy:ing I eto,'\ Regnier, a liber- 
|ne French poet, has written some sonnets on the approach 

death, full of gloomy and trembling repentance. Chau- 
[eu, however, supports more consistently the spirit of tbe 
Epicurean' philosopher. See his poem, addressed to the Mar- 
[uis La Farre. 

las j'approche da terme et moins je le redoute, etc. 

' shall leave it to the moralist to make his reflections here : 
is impossible to be very anacreontic on such a subject. 

fmf , the gloomy travel o'er^ 

Ih ! We eon return no morel ] Scaligcr, npon Catnllus's 
^U-known lines, ** Qui nunc it per iter," etc. remarks, 
lat Acheron, with die same idea, is called «yf{s/^f> by 
Veritas, and i\f9tiii^$f$$f, by Ricander. 
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ODE LXII * 

Fill me, boy, as deep a draught 

As e'er was fill'd, as e'er was quaiTd ; 

But let the water amply flow, 

To cool the grape's intempelate glow ; 

* This ode consists of two fragmeDts, which are to be Iband 
in AthenaraSy book. x. and which Barnes, from the similaritj 
of their tendency, has eombintd into one. I think this a 
Tery justifiable liberty, and have adopted it in some other 
fragments of oar poet. 

Degen refers us here to verses of Uz, lib. iv. der Trinker. 

But let the water ampljrjfoWf 

To cool the grape' 9 intemperate glow ; e<c.] It was Am- 
phictyon who first taught the Greeks to mix water with their 
wine j in commemoration of whidii circnmstance they erected 
altars to Bacchtis and the liymphs. On this mythological 
allegory the following epigram is founded. 

Ardentem ex utero Semeles lar^re Lyxum 
Naiades, extincto fulminis igne sacri ; 

Cum nymphis igitnr tractabilis, at sine nymphis 
Candenti rursus fnlmine corripitur. 

Pierius Valerianus. 

Which is, non verbum yerbo. 

While heayenly fire consumed his Theban dame, 
A Naiad caught young BAcchna from the flame. 

And dipped him burning in her purest lymph ; 
Still, still he loves the sea-maid's crystal urn, 
And when his native fires infuriate bum, 

He bathes him in the fountain of the nymph. 
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Let not the fiery god be single, 
But with the nymphs in union mingle ; 
For, though the bowl's the grave of sadness, 
Oh ! be it ne'er the birth of madness ! 
No, banish from our board to-night 
The revelries of rude delight ! 
To Scythians leave these wild excesses, 
Ours be the joy that soothes and blesses ! 
And while the temperate bowl we wreathe, 
Our choral hymns shall sweetly breathe, 
Beguiling every hour along 
With harmony of soul and song ! 



ODE LXIII * 

To Love, the soft and blooming child, 
I touch the harp in descant wild ; 
To Love, the babe of Cyprian bowers, 
The boy, who breathes and blushes flowers ! 
To Love, for Heaven and earth adore him, 
And gods and mortals bow before him ! 

* « This fragment is preserred in Gemens Alexandriaus, 
Strom, lib. vi. and in Arsenius, Collect. Graec.^* Barnes. 

It appears to have been the opening of a hymn in praise of 
Love. 
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ODE LXIV.* 

HiOTE tbee^ nymph^ whose winged spear 
Wounds the fleeting mountain-deer ! 
Dian^ Jote's immortal child. 
Huntress of the savage wild ! 
Goddess with the sun-bright hair I 
Listen to a people's prayer. 
Turn, to Lethe's riter turn, 
There thy vanquished people mourn ! 

♦ Thif bynm to Diana is ezunt in Hephaeation. There is 
an anecdote of onr poet, which has led to fome donbt whe- 
Uier he ever wrote any odes of this kind. It is rdated by the 
Scholiast upon Pindar (Isihmionic. od. it. t. i. as cited by 
Barnes). Anacreon being asked, why he addressed all his 
hymns to women, and none to the deities? answered, " Be- 
cause women are my deities.^ * 

I hare assumed the same liberty in reporting thu anecdote 
which I hare done in transUting some of die odes ; and it 
were to be wished that these little infidelities weie always 
oouMdered pardonable In die interpreution of the ancients j 
thus, when nature is forgotten in the original, in the transla- 
tion ** tamen us({ue recurret.^ 

Turn, to Letfu^t rwer turn. 

There thy varuquithd people numm I ] Lethe, a river of 
Ionia, according to Strabo, falling into the Meander : near to 
it was situated the town Magnesia, in favour of whose inha- 
bitonu our poet is supposed to hare addressed this supplica- 
tion to Diana. It was written (as Madame Dader conjec- 
tures) on the occasion of some battle, in which the Magne- 
sians bad been defeated. 
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Gome to Lethe's wayy shore, 
There thy people's peabe restore. 
Thine their hearts, their altars thine ; 
Dian ! must they — must they pine ? 



ODE LXV.* 

LiKB some wanton filly sporting, 

Maid of Thrace ! thou fly*st my courting. 

Wanton filly I tell me why . 

Thou trip'st away, with scornful eye, 

And seem'st to think my doting heart 

Is novice in the bridling art ? 

Believe me, girl, it is not so ; 

Thoult find thb skilful hand can throw 

* This ode, which is addressed to some Thraeian girl, 
exists in Heradides, and has been imitated yejry frequently by 
Horace, as all the annotators have remarked. Madame Dacier 
rcjecu the allegory, which runs so obyioasly throughout it, 
and supposes it to have been addressed to a young mare be- 
longing to Polycrates : there is more modesty than ingenuity 
in the lady's conjecture. 

Pierius, in the fourth book of his Hieroglyphics, cites this 
ode, and informs us, that the horse was the hieroglyphical 
emblem of pride. 
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The reins upon tkat tbndet form, 
However wild, however warm I 
Thoult o*vm that I can tame th^ fotce, 
And turn and wind thee in the course. 
Though wasting now thy careless hours, 
Thou sport'st amid the herbs and flowers, 
Thou soon shalt feel the rein's control, 
And tremble at the Wish'd-for goal ! 



ODE LXVl.* 

To thee, the Queen of nymphs divine, 
Fairest of all that fairest shine ; 

* This ode is introduced in the Romance of Theodoras 
Prodromus, and is that kind of epithalaminm which was sung 
like a scolium at the nuptial banquet. 

Among the many works of the impassioned Sappho, of 
which lime and ignorant superstition have deprived us, the 
loss of her epi^alamiums is not one of the least that We de- 
plore. A subject so interesting to an amorous fancy was 
warmly felt, and must have been warmly defcribed, by such 
a soul and suc^ an imagination. The following linet are 
cited as a relib olf one of her epithalamiums : 

See Scaliger, in his Poetics, on the Epithalamium. 
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To ttoe, tb6U Uftfhing yoOng Detire, 
Who rulest the Wotld with darts of fire! 
And oh ! thbu tottptial Pow6r, to thee 
Who beat'st tit liiPe the guardian key ; 
Breathing my lotil in fragrant praise, 
And weaving wild my votive lays, 
For thee, Queen ! I wake the lyre. 
For thee, thou btushing young Desire ^ 
And oh 1 for thee, thou nuptial Power, 
Gome, and illume this genial hour. 
Look on thy bride, luxuriant boy ! 
And while thy lambent glance of joy 
Plays over all her blushing charms, 
Delay not, snatch her to thine arms. 
Before the lovely, trembling prey. 
Like a young bitdling, wing away! 
Oh! Stratodes, impassioned youth! 
Dear to the Queen of amorous truth. 
And dear to her^ whose yielding sone 
Will soon resign her aU thine own ; 
Turn to Myrilla, turn thine eye. 
Breathe to Myrilla, breathe thy sigh I 
To those bewitching beauties turn; 
For thee they mantle, flush, and burn ! 
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Not more the rose, the ^pieen of flowen^ 
Oatblushes all the glow of bowers, 
Then she unriyall'd bloom discloses. 
The sweetest rose, where all are roses I 
Oh ! may the smi, benignant, shed 
His blandest influence o'er thy bed ; 
And foster there an infant tree. 
To blush like her, and bloom like thee ! 

And foster there an infant tree^ 

To blush like her, and bloom like thee /] Origiiial 
fiTTSf ii ws^VKSt ot» tfi luprst, PasseratiiiSy upon the 
words ** cam castum amisit florem," in the nuptial song of 
Catallns, after explaining ''flos ** in somewhat a similar sense 
to that which Gaulminns attributes to {tf^tv, *^J*9 ^* Hortnm 
qnoqne Tocant in qao flos ille carpitOTy et Gnscis tttpFSf to 
Ts s^i/Cmisf yvfMKSif/' 

Hay I remark, that the anthor of the Greek yersion of this 
diaiming ode of Catollus has ne^ected a most striking and 
anacreontic beauty in those yerses, *' Ut flos in septis,** etc. 
whidi is ihe repedtion of the line, ^' Mnlti illnm pneri, mnltae 
optav^ paeUae," with the slight alteration of nnlH and nulls. 
Catnllos himself, howeyer, has been equally injudicious in 
his yersion of the famous ode of Sappho ; be has translated 
yiA#«Mr i/ttpsff, but takes no notice of m^ ^snweuf. 
Horace has caught die spirit of it more faithfully : 

Dnlce ridentem Lalagen amaboy 
Dulce loquentem. 
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ODE LXVIL* 

GsirrLEyouthl whose looks assume 
Such a soft and girlish bloom. 
Why repulsive, why refuse 
The friendship which my heart pursues? 
Thou little know'st the fond control 
With which thy virtue reins my soul! 
Then smile not on my locks of gray, 
Believe me oft with converse gay, 
Tve chain'd the years of tender age, 
And boys have loved the prattling sage I 

* I have formed this poem of three or foar difierent frag- 
ments, which is a liberty that perhaps may be justified by the 
example of Barnes, who has thus compiled the^fifty-serenth 
of his edition, and the little ode beginning ^tp' »#W(9 ^f p* 
•IVSV) ar wtUy which he has subjoined to die epigrams.. 

The fragments combined in this ode, are the sixty-serenth, 
ninety-sixth, ninety-seventh, and hundredth of Barnes's edi- 
tion, to which I rdTer the reader for the names of the authors 
by whom they are preserved. 

jind hoys have taped the prattling sage ! ] Monsieur 
Chaulieu has given a very amiable idea of an old man's inter- 
course with youth : 

Que cherche' par Ics jeunes gens. 
Pour leurs errenrs plein d'indulgence, 
Je tolire leur imprudence 

En favcur de leurs agrAneni . 
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for mine is many a soothing pleasure. 
And mine is many a soothing measure ; 
And much I hate the beamless mind. 
Whose earthly Tisien, unieined, 
Nature has never formed to see 
The beauties of nmjriUcity I 
Simplicity, the flower of Heaven, 
To souls dect, by Nature given ! 



ODE tXVIIL* 

Rich in bliss, 1 proudly scorn 
The stream of Amalthea's horn! 
Nor should I ask to call the throne 
Of the Tairtessian prince n^y own ; 
To totter through his train of years, 
The victim of declining fiears. 
One little hour of joy to me 
b worth a dull eternity ! 

* This fragment is preserved in the third hook of Strabo. 

Of the Tartessian prince my own, ] He here alludes to 
Afganthonins, who lired, according to Lncian, an hundred 
and fifty years ; and reigned, according to HerodoMis, eighty. 
See Barnes. 
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ODE LXIX.* 

Now Neptune's sullen nioi\th appears, 
The angry night-cloud swelb with tears ; 
And savage storms, infuriate driven. 
Fly howling in the face o( heaven I 
Now, now, my friends, the gathering gloom 
With roseate rays of wine illume : 
And while our wreaths of parsley spread 
Their fadeless foliage round our head. 
Well hymn the almighty power of wine, 
And shed libations on htis shrine ! 



ODE LXX.t 

They wove the lotus band, to deck 
And fan with pensile wreath their neck ; 

^ This is composed of two fragments ; the seTentieth and 
eightj-first in Barnes. They are both foand in Eostadiias. 

f Three fragments form this little ode, all of which are 
preferred in Athenaus. They are the eighty-second, serenty- 
fifth, and eighty-third, in Barnes. 
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And every guest, to shade his head, 
Three little breathing chaplets spread ; 
And one was of Egyptian leaf, 
The rest were roses, fair and brief! 
While firom a golden yase profound, 
To all on flowery beds around, 
A goblet-nymph, of heavenly shape, 
Pour'd the rich weepings of the grape ! 



ODE LXXI * 

A BROKER cake, with honey sweet, 
Is all my spare and simple treat : 

jind every guett, to shade hi$ head, 

Three little breathing chaplets spread. ] Longepierre, to 
give an idea of the Inxorioas ettimation in which garlands 
were held by the ancients, relates an anecdote of a courtesan, 
who, in order to gratify three loTers, without leaving cause 
for jealousy with any of them, gave a kiss to one, let the 
other drink after her, and put a garland on the brow of the 
third;' so that each was satisfied with his fayour,' and flat- 
tered himself with the preference. 

This circumstance is extremely like th« subject of one of 
the tensons of Sarari de Manleon, a troubadour. See THis- 
toire Litt^raire des Troubadours. The reciul is a curious 
picture of the puerile gallantries of chiyalry. 

* This poem is compiled by Barnes, from Athenaeu») He- 
phaestion, and Arsenins. See Barnes, 80th. 
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And while a generous bowl I crown, 
To float my little banquet down, 
I take the soft, the amorous lyre, 
And sing of love's delicious fire ! 
In mirthful measures, warm and free, 
I sing, dear maid, and sing for thee I 



ODE LXXII * 

With twenty chords my lyi^ is hung, 
And while I wake them all for thee, 

Thou, O virgin ! wild and young, 
Disport'st in airy levity. 

The nursling fawn, that in some shade 

Its antler'd mother leaves behind, 
Is not more wantonly afraid. 

More timid of the rustling wind ! 

• « 

* This I bave formed from the eighty-fburtli and eighty- 
fifth of Barneses edition. The two fragments are found in 
Athenseas. 

Tlie nursling fawtif that in some shade 

Its aniler^d mother feai^es behind, etc.^ In the oiiginal : 

'Of IV vXti xi^oivviif 
Air$Xu^hif Jsro fiiiT^^g, 
''Homed'* here, uudoubtedly, seems a sCraogc epithet; 
VOL. Vlf. 9 
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ODE LXXIIL* 

Fare thee well, perfidious maid ! 
My soul, too long on earth delay'd. 
Delayed, perfidious girl ! by thee, 
Is now on wing for liberty. 
I fly to seek a kindlier sphere, 
Since thou hast ceased to love me here ! 



ODE LXXIV.t 

I blooh'd, awhile, an happy flower. 
Till Love approached, one fatal hour, 

Madame Dacier, howerer, observes, that Sophocles, Calli- 
machas, etc. hare all applied it in the yery same manner, 
and she seems to agree in the conjectare of the scholiast . 
upon Pindar, that perhaps horns are not always peculiar 
to the males. 1 think we may with more ease conclude it 
to be a license of the poet, '* jussit habere puellam comua." 

^ This fragment is preserved by the scholiast upon Aristo- 
phanes, and is the eighty-seventh in Barnes. 

f This is to be found in Hephxilion, and is the eighty- 
ninth of Barneses edition. 

I must here apologize for omitting a very considerahle 
fragment imputed to our poet, Sttvlv ^ EvpvsrvXv ^lAii^ 
etc. which is preserved in the twelfth book of Athenails, and 
is the ninety-first in Barnes. If it was really Anacreon who 
wrote it, nil fuit uncpiam sic impar sibi. Il is in a style of 
gross sadre, and is foil of expressions which never could be 
gracefully translated. 
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And made my tender branches feel 
The wounds of his aTfetigin^ Steel. 
Then, then I feel, like some poor willow 
That tosses on the wintry billow ! • 



ODE LXXV-* 

Monarch Love ! resistless boy, 
With, whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 
And nymphs, that glance ethereal blue. 
Disporting tread the mountain-dew ; , 
Propitious, oh ! receive my sighs. 
Which, burning with entreaty, rise ; 
That thou wilt whisper, to the bresist 
Of her I loye, thy soft behest ; 
And counsel her to learn from thee 
The lesson thou hast taught to me. 
Ah ! if my hesirt no flattery tell, 
Thoult own Fve learned that lesson well ! 

* This fragment is preserred by Dion. Chrytostom, Orat. ii. 
de Regno. See Barnes, gS. 
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ODE LXXVI * 

Spirit of Love ! whose tresses shine 
Along the breeze, in golden tirine, 
Come within a fragrant cloud 
Blushing with light, thy yotary shroud ; 
And, on those wings that sparkling play, 
Waft, oh ! waft me hence away ! 
Ix>ye ! my soul is full of thee, . 
Alive to all thy luxury. 

*ThU fragment, which is extant in Atlienaeus (fiarnes, loi), 
is supposed, on the authority of Chamxleon, to haye been 
addressed to Sappho. We have also a sLinza attributed to 
her, wbidi some romancers have supposed to be her answer 
to Anacreon. "Mais par malheur (as Bajie says) Sapho 
▼int au monde environ cent ou six vingts •ans avant Ana- 
cr^n.*^ NouveUes de la K^p. des Lett. torn. ii. de No- 
vembre, 1684. The following is her fragment, ihe compli- 
ment of which is very finely imagined ; she supposes that the 
Muse has dictated the verses of Anacreon : 

'tflfOfy l» riff K«lh?ityVftUK49 %94}Mf 

Oh Vnfol who sitt^st on golden throne, 
Full many a hymn of dulcet tone 

The Teian sage is tau^t by thcc ; 
But, Goddess, from ihy throne of gold, 
The sweetest hymn tbou^st ever told. 

He lately IcamM and sang for me. 
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But she, the nymph for whom I glow, 
The pretty Lesbian, mocks .my woe ; 
Smiles at the ho^r and silver'd hues 
Which Time upon my forehead strews. 
Alas ! I fear she keeps her charms 
In store for younger, happier arms I 



ODE LXXVIL* 

w 

HiTHEH, gentle Muse of 'mine, 

Gome and teach thy votary old 
Many a golden hymn di^ne, 

For the nymph with vest of gold. 

Pretty nymph, of tender age, 

Fair thy silky locks unfold ; 
Listen to a hoary sage. 

Sweetest maid witli vest of gold I 

^ This is formed of the 124th and iigch fragments in 
Barnes, both of i/vhich are to be found in Scaliger^s Poetics. 

De Pauw thinks that those detached lines and couplets, 
which Scaliger has adduced as examples in his Poetics, are 
hy no means authentic, but of ^is own fabrication. 
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* I FEAR that Love disturbs my rest, 
Tet feel not Love's impassidn'd calre ? 
I think there's niadness in my breast, 
Tet cannot find that madness ^there ! 



f From dread Leucadia's frowning steep, 
III plunge into the whitening deep. 
And there FU float, to waves resigned, 
For Love intoxicates my mind ! 

* This fragment U in Hephxstion. Sdc Bames, gStb. 
Catollns ezpres.ses something of this contrariety of feelings : 

Odi et amo j quare id faciam fortassc reqniris ; 
Ncscio : scd'fieri sentio, et excmcior. Carm. 53. 

I love thee and hate thee, bnt if I can tell 
The cause of my love and my hate, may I die ! 

I can feel it, alas ! I can feel it too wdl. 
That I love thee and hate thee, but cannot tell virhj . 

-f This also is in Hephxstion, and perhaps is a fragment of 
some poem, in Tvhich Anacreon had commemorated the fate 
of Sappho. It is the 1 23d of Barnes. 
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* Mix me, child, a cup dWine, 
Crystal water, ruby wine :. 
Weave the frontlet, richly flushing, 
0*er my wiptry temples blushing. 
Mix the brimmer — Love and I 
Shall no more the gauntlet try. 
Here— upon this holy bowl, 
I surrender all my soul ! 

"^^'riiis fragment is collected by Barnes from Demetrius 
Phalaceus, and Enstathius, and is subjoined in bis edition to 
tbe epigrams attributed to our poet. And bere is tbe last of 
tbose little scattered flowers whicb I thougbt I migbt ven- 
ture with any grace to transplant. I wish it could be said of 
the garland which they form, T« ^ «^ AvuxpioFTOf. 



( io3 ) 



AmoitG the Epigrant of the Anthologm, there are some 
panegyrics on Anacreon which I had translated, and 
originally intended as a kind of Coronis to the work ; 
but I found, upon consideration, that ^ey wanted 
variety : a fttqueitt recurrence of the same thought, 
within the limits of an epitaph, to which they are con- 
fined, would render a collection of them rather unin- 
teresting. I shall take the liberty, however, of sub- 
joining a few, that I may not appear to have totally 
neglected those elegant tributes to the reputation of 
Anacreon. The four epigrams which I give are im- 
puted to Antipater Sidonius. They are rendered, per- 
haps, with too much freedom ; but, designing a trans- 
lation of all that arc on the subject, I imagined it was 
necessary to enliven their uniformity by sometimes in- 
dulging in the liberties of paraphrase. 
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9AAAOI TfrfmaMfPftfi4f, AfmatffVy Mft^t wt tumnf 

mfifm Tt Xufimwmv Wf^pptmw wtrmXM" 
miytu ^ MfYi94twr4f MvmiXifitifr* yrnktarty 

tpm^f i^ MM* ynt ii'p Xl^^^^ f^'y 

ti ik rig ^it^twgig ;^^i^cvYfr«< fv^f««vf«, 

'^ Arodxd the tomb, oh hard divine ! 

Where soft thy hallow'd brow reposes, 
Long may the deathless ivy twine. 

And Sumn^ pour her waste of roses ! 

* Antipater Sidonias, the aatlior of Oiis epigram, lived, 
aoeording to Vocsios, de Poetis Graecis, in the second year of 
the 169th Olympiad. He appears, from livrhat Gcero and 
Qnintilian hare said of him, to hare been a kind of impro- 
risatore. See Institnt. Orat. lib. x. cap. .7. There is no- 
thing more known respecting this poet, except some particn- 
lars abont his illness and death, whidi arc melitioned as 
cnrioos by Pliny and others ; and there remain of his works 
but a few epigrams in the Anthologia, among which are these 
I have selected, npon Anacreon. Those remains have been 
someciiiies imputed to another poet * of the same name, of 

* Plcraqne tamen Tbessalonicensi trihacnda Tidentnr. 

Bmnck, Lectiones et Emcndat. 
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And many & fount shall there distil, ' 
And many a rill refresh the flowers ; 

But wine shall gush in every rill, 
And every fount ]ye milky showers. 

Thus, shade of him, whom Nature taught 
To tune his lyre and soul to pleasure. 

Who gave to love his warmest tliought. 
Who gave to love his fondest measure ! 

Thus, after death, if spirits feel. 

Thou mayst, from odours round thee .streaming, 
A pulse of past enjoyment steal, 

And live again in blissful dreaming ! 

whom Vossius gives us ihe following account : '' Antipatcr 
Thessalonicensis vixit tempore Augasti Gxsaris, ut qui sal- 
tantem yiderit Pyladem, sicut constat ex quodam ejus epi- 
grammatc Ard«A0yi«f, lib. iv. tit. Uf ^f^nrft^kf. At eum 
ac Bathyllam primos fuisse pantomimos ac sub Augusto 
daruisse, satis notum ex Dione,** etc. etc. ' 

The reader, who thinks it worth observing, may find a 
strange oversight in Hoffmanns quotation of this article from 
Vossius, Lexic. Univers. By the omission of a sentence he 
has made Voisius assert that the poet Antipater was one of 
the first pantomime dancers in Rome. 

Bamei, upon the epigram before us, mentions a version 
of it by Brodaus, which is not to be found in that commen- 
tator ;*but he more than once confounds Brodaeus with ano- 
ther annotator on the Anthologia, Vincentius Obsopceus, who 
has. given a translntion of the epigram. 
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m 

TTMBOS AwmatftUffS. i T^Uf ifl«/t «v»f«f 

'ifMfmr mm si«w kwwn •/k/i Ai#tf . 
Qui* Aii^f 99i tpmrmf manwfiinv' if ^ A;i;f f«vr«f 
Qv, tfA*; miiwtif Kuwfti^ If^^ri f 9. 

Here sleeps Anacreon, in this ivied shade ; 
Here, mute in death, the Teian swan is laid. 
Cold, cold the heart, which lived bat to respire 
All the ToluptiKHis firenrf of desire ! 



Tdan swan is laid."] Thus Homee of Pindar : 

Malta Dircaenm levat ann cycnmn. 

A twan was die hi cw gt y pUica l esMem of m poei. Ana<aKon 
has been called tlie fwan of Teoo hj awMhef of Iris enloi^su. 

£eif 9X«ff »y^ f i»r«f ef ^f A«^p«* 

EvyiMT^ A»#«X«y . 

God of the grape ! titftn haei leCrayM, 

In whie'a bcwUdering dieam. 
The fairest swan that erer playM 
Along the Hiue''8 stream ! 
The Teian, nursed with ail those honied boys. 
The yoang Desires, Kght Lotcs, and rot&^lipp^d Joys ! 
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And yety oh Bard ! thou art not mute in death, 
Still, still we catch thy lyreV delicious breath ; 
And still thy songs of soft Bathylla bloom, 
Green as the ivy round the mouldering tomb ! 
Nor yet has death obscured thy fire of love. 
Still, still it lights thee through IheElysian grove ; 
And dreams are thine, that bless the elect alone, 
And Venus calls thee, even in death, her own ! 

Still, still we catch thy lyre's delicious breath. ] Thus 
Simonidcs, speaking of our poet : 

Nor yet are all his numbers mute, 

Though dark within the tomb he lies ; 

But living still, his amorous hite 
With sleepless animation si^s \ 

This is the famous Simonides, whom Plato styled *' diyine," 
though Le Feyre, in his PMtes Grecs, supposes that the epi- 
grams under his name are all falsely imputed. The most 
considerable of his remams fs a satirical poem upon women, 
preserved by Stobxus, '^•yt yvtMKStf* 
We may judge from the lines I haye*)nst quoted, and the 
^ import of die epigram before us, that the works of Anacreon 
were perfect in the times of Simooides and Antipater. Ob- 
sopceus, the com menffy here appcnrs la esnlt in their de- 
struction, and tellinir us Aey w«r« bumcd by tfae bishops 
and patrtarchs,. he adds^ ^^ mte smw id B«c q i ikq <i am fece- 
runt,** attributing to diU- oMrage an* eHfeet whid» it could 
ncrer prodncct. 



I 



1 
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££IBIE, rmf49 «-«{« Airtv A9mttfii49T0f mfutfimff 
El ri r«i tK fitfiXm ^AlfP v*" «^fA«f, 

Oritf yvlyn rmftm 9Ttl^4ftt9i^ 
'Of 4 Ai«f 9#v fUft^aifU94f mtwt »mffSy 

'Us i ptXmttfnT9 rvPTf tf^Af ifft49i^f^ 
Mn^t KMTmf$ift§94f Bm»x!^ ^A^ nrr«y Cw4ia» 

T«v yf yf9 fUf49m9 X'f** •^(#A«^f f«r. 

^Ob stcanger ! if Anacieon's diell 
Hat erer taught thy heart to swell 

'*^Tlie spirit of Aiucreon utters thae Terscs from the 
tomby fomewbat '' nnitatns ab iilo,** at least in simplicity of 
expression. 

if AnaereoiCs s/ttll 

Ua$ ever taught thjr heart to swells eteJ} We may guess 
from the words f« fiiCxmr *fU99y that Anacreon was not 
merely a writer of billets-doux, as some French critics have 
called bim. Amongst these, M. Le Ferre, vHth all his pro- 
fessed admirauon, • has giTCn our poet a character by no 
means of an derated cast : 

Anssi c'cst ponr oda ^pe la post^ti^ 
L*a tonionrs |nsCcmcnt d'Age en Age chante 
Comine nn franc gognenard, ami de goinfrerie, 
Ami de billets-doux ct de 



See the verse* prefixed to lus PoJftcs Graes. This is unlike 
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Witli passiotti's throb or pleasure's sigh, 
In pity turn, as wai)dertng nigh, 
And drop tlif gobkt's richest tear 
In exquisite libation l^i:<^; . * . 

the language ol Tb(^critus*, toV^^npi^nacrcon is indebted 
for the following simple eillpgi^)|h : 

Elf AfUKfttfrtf «v^i«rr«. 

Tiff Wf69^' it ri wiptcvtf tii%ir6it/v. 
wp^a-iiig ^ ;^«Vi r0/f,yf0l0yy i^%T4y 

9pUf UTptKtttf 0A^ Ttf at^tt^ 

Upon the Statue of Anacreon. 

Stranger ! who j;i«ar this statue chance to roam, 
Let it awhile your studious eyes engage ; 

Aud you may say, returning to your home, 
'' IVe scfSn the image of the Teian sage, 
** Best of the bards who deck the Aluse'^s page.'* 

Then» if you rfdd, " That striplings loved him well," 

You tell them all he was, and aptly tell. 

The simplicity of this inscription has always delighted mc ; 
I have given it, I believe, as literally as a verse translation 
will allow". 

^nd drop thy gohleVs richest tear, etc.'] Thus Simonides, 
in another of his epitaphs on our poet : 

Km ftif au riyy0i 90rip9 ^09«f, nt • yipm«f 

Let vines, in clustering beauty wreathed. 
Drop all their treasures on his head, 

Whose lips a dew of sweetness breathed, 
Richer than vine hath ever shed ! 
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So shall my sleqping ashes thrill 
With visions of enjoyment still. 
I cannot even in death V^ipi 
The festal jpj9 that pnce were mine, 
When Haniiony.purstted my 'Vfays, 
And Bacchus wantoned .tgr^ my lays. 
Oh ! if delight could charm no mere, 
If all the goMet's bliss were o'er, 
When Fate had once our doom decreed, 
Then dying would be death indeed ! 
Nor could I think, iinblest by wine, 
Divinity itself divine ! 

And Bacchus wantoned to my lajTs, dc,'} The original 
here is corrupted; the line t!g V AiovurHf etc. is unintel- 
ligible. 

Bninck*8 emendation improves the sense, but I doubt if 
it can be commen'Hed for elegance. He. reads the line thus : 

See Bruncky Analecta Veter..Poet. Gr»c. vol. ii. 
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ivhi i* n yXvtttpn 9tf«riA«Adr xi^Mfm, 

97li» y«p £^i»r«f f^vr rsMror * tr ^ m ^Mt 

At kngth thy golden hours have wing'd their 
flight. 
And drowsy death that eyelid steepeth ; 
Thy harp, that whispered through each lingering 
night, 
Now mutely in oblivion sleepeth I 

Thy harp, that whispered through each lingering nighty 
etc, ] In another of these poems, •* the nightly-speaking lyre" 
of the bard is not allowed to be silent even after his death . 

«V • fiXuK^nrof rt ttm •ivsCtfpif ^lAoxa^or 

To beauty's smile and wine's delight, 
To joys he loted on earth so well, 

SaU ahatt his spirit, all the night, 
Attnne the wild, aerial shell ! 

* Branch has K(umfi bot »^««'9 the cownon reading, 
better soiu a detached quotation. 
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She, too, for whom that heart profusely shed 
The purest nectar of its numbers, 

She, the young spring of thy desires, has fled, 
And with her blest Anacreon slumbers ! 



She, the young spring of thy desires, etc."] The original, 
r« n«dwy iu^y is beautiful. We regret that such praise 
should be lavished so preposterously, and feel that the poet's 
mistress, Eurypyle, would have deserved it better. Her name 
has been told us by Meleager, as already quoted, and in an- 
other epigram by Antij>ater. 

mtB-uovttv Xiwa^tf avB^f vin^Bt K^jntity 
9i ff-pof Ev^vTvAiyy TiT^ttfi^iftf .... 

Long may the nymph around thee plftyj 

Eurypyle, thy soul's desire! 
Basking her beauties in the ray 

That lights thine eyes' dissolving fire ! 

Sing of her smile's bewitching power, 
Her every grace .that warms and blesses ^ 

Sing of her brow's luxuriant flower, 
The beaming glory of her tresses. 

The expression here, mvB^s t^f^lfy " the flower of the 
hair," is borrowed from Anacreon himself, as appears by a 
fragment of the poet preserved in Stobseus : Avttcttfttf 
^ iiFitXtif ttfittfitv [tif^f. 

The purest nectar of its numbers, etc,"] Thus, says 
Brunck, in the prologue to the $atires of Persius : 

Gantare credas Pegaseium nectar. 

*' Melos" is the usual reading in this line, and Casaubon has 
defended it; but ''nectar," I think, is much mgre spirited. 
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Farewell ! thou hadst a pulse for every dart 
That Love could scatter from his quiver ; 

And every woman found in thee a hearty 
Which thou, with all thy soul, didst give her ! 

Farewell! thou hadst a pulse for every dart, etc.] f^vf 
9%6T«fy " Scopus eras natar&/' not ** speculator,'' as Barnes 
very falsely interprets it. 

Vincentius Obsopoens, upon this passage, contrives to in- 
dulge us with a little astrological wisdom, and talks in a style 
of learned scandal about Venus, ** male posita cum Marte in 
domo Saturni." 

And every woman found in thee a hearty etcJ^ This 
couplet is not otherwise warranted by the original, than as it 
dilates the thought which Antipater has figuratively expressed. 

Critias, of Athens, pays a tribute to the legitimate gallantry 
of Anacrcon, calling him, with elegant conciseness, y^fmixHf 

*HJ^uy AvMc^tidtTtty* Ttrnt tig 'EAAitJ^ ttt^yiVy 
'LufiiroTtsff t^tB-toft^y yvvmiKS/f 9iin^«wtuitta. 

Teos g&re to Greece her treasure, 

Sage Anacreon, sage in loving; 
Fondly weaving lays of pleasure 

For the maids who blnsh'd approving ! 

Oh! in nightly banquets sporting, 
Where's the guest could ever fly him ? 

Oh ! with love's seduction courting, 
Where's the nymph could e'er deny him ? 

^ Thus Scaliger, in his dedicatory verses to Ronsard : 
Blundus, suaviloquus, dulcis Anacreon. 
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PREFACE 



BY THE EDITOR. 



The Poems which I take the liberty of publish- 
ing were never intended by the Author to pass 
beyond the circle of his friends. He thought, 
with some justice, that what are called Occa* 
sional Poems must be always insipid and unin- 
teresting to the greater part of their readers. 
The particular situations in which they were 
written ; the character of the author and of his 
associates ; all these peculiarities must be known 
and felt before we can enter into the spirit of 
such compositions. This consideration would 
have always, I believe, prevented Mr. Liitle 
from submitting these trifles of the moment to 
the eye of dispassionate criticism : and, if their 
posthumous introduction to the world be injus- 
tice to his memory, or intrusion on the public, 
the error must be imputed to the injudicious 
partiality of friendship. 
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Mr. Little died in his one-and-twentieth year ; 
and most of these Poems were written at so early 
a period, that their errors may chiim some in- 
dulgence from the critic: their anthor, as on- 
ambitious as indolent, scarce ever looked beyond 
the moment of composition; he wrote as he 
pleased, careless whether he pleased as he wrote. 
It may likewise be remembered, that they were 
all the productions of an age when the passions 
very often give a colouring too warm to the 
imagination ; and this may .palliate, if it cannot 
excuse, that air of levity which pervades so many 
of them. The ^^ aurea legge, s' ei piace ei lice," 
he too much pursued, and too much inculcates. 
Few can regret this more sincerely thaa myself; 
and if my friend had lived, the judgment of riper 
years would have chastened his mind, and tem- 
pered the luxuriance of his fancy. 

Mr. Little gave much of his time to the study 
of the amatory writers. If ever he expected to 
find in the ancients that delicacy of sentiment and 
variety of fancy which are so necessary to refine 
and animate the poetry of love, he was much 
disappointed. I know not any one of them who 
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can be regarded as a model in that style ; Ovid 
made love like a rake, and Propertius like a 
schoolmaster. The mythological allusions of the 
latter are called erudition by his commentators ; 
but such ostentatious display, upon a subject so 

r 

simple as love, would be now esteemed vague and 
puerile, and was even in his own times pedantic. 
It is astonishing that so many critics have pre- 
ferred him to the pathetic Tibullus ; but I believe 
the defects which a common reader condemns 
have been looked upon rather as beauties by those 
erudite men, the commentators, who find a field 
for their ingenuity and research in his Grecian 
learning and quaint obscurities. 

Tibullus abounds with touches of fine and na- 
tural feeling. The idea of his unexpected return 
to Delia, " Tunc veniam subito," * etc. is ima- 
gined with all the delicate ardour of a lover ; and 
the sentiment of '' nee te posse carere velim," 
however colloquial the expression may have been, 
is natural and from the heart. But, in ray opi- 
nion, the poet of Verona possessed more genuine 
feeling than any of them. His life was, I believe, 

* Lib. i. elcg. 3. 
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unfortuiiate; his associates were wild and aban- 
doned; and the wannth of his nature took too 
much advantage of tlie latitude which the morals 
of those times so criminally allowed to the pas- 
sions. All this depraved his imagination, and 
made it the slave of his senses : bat still a native 
sensibility is often very warmly perceptible ; and 
when he touches on pathos, he reaches the heart 
immediately. They who have felt the sweets of 
return to a home, from which they have long been 
absent, will confess the beauty of those simple 
unaffected lines : 

quid solntis est beatias curis ! 
Cnm mens onus reponit, ac peregrino 
Lahore fessi yenimns Larem ad nostrum 
Desiderato<{ae acqniescimas lecto. % Carm. xxxii . 

His sorrows on the death of his brother are the 
very tears of poesy ; and when he complains of 
the ingratitude of mankind, even the inexpe- 
rienced cannot but sympathize with him. I wish 
I were a poet ; I should endeavour to catch, by 
translation, the spirit of those beauties wliich I 
admire* so warmly. 

* la the following Poems, there is a translation of one of 
kis finest Carmina; but I fancy it is only a school-boy's essay, 
and deserves to he praised for little more than the attempt. 
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It seems to have been pecaliarly the fate of 
GatalluSi that the better and more valuable part 
of his poetry has not reached us ; for there is con- 
fessedly nothing in his extant works to authorise 
the epithet ** doctus," so universally bestowed 
upon him by the ancients. If time had suffered 
the rest to escape, we perhaps should have found 
among them some more purely amatory ; but of 
those we possess, can there be a sweeter specimen 
of warm, yet chastened description, than his loves 
of Acme and Septimius ? and the few little songs 
of dalliance to Lesbia are distinguished by such 
an exquisite playfulness, that they have always 
been assumed as models by the most elegant mo- 
dem Latinists. Still, I must confess, in the midst 
of these beauties, 

— —Medio de fonte leporum 
Sargit amari aliqnid, quod in ipsis floribut anf^at. * 

It has often been remarked, that the ancients 
knew nothing of gallantry; and we are told there 
was too much sincerity in their love to allow them 
to trifle with the semblance of passion. But I 
cannot perceive that they were any thing more 

* Lucretius. 



CCXXIl PREFACE TO 

constant than the moderns : they felt all the same 
dissipation of the heart, though they knew not 
those seductive graces by which gallantry almost 
teaches it to be amiable. Watton, the learned 
advocate for the moderns, deserts them in con- 
sidering this point of comparison, and praises the 
ancients for their ignorance of such a refinement ; 
but he seems to have collected his notions of gal- 
lantry from the insipid fadeurs of the French ro- 
mances, which are very unlike the sentimental 
levity, the ** grata protervitas," of a Rochester or 
a Sedley. 

From what I have had an opportunity of ob- 
serving, the early poets of our own language were 
the models which Mr. Little selected for imita* 
tion. To attain their simplicity (svo rarissima 
nostro simplicitas) was his fondest ambition. He 
could not have aimed at a grace more difficult of 
attainment ; * and his life was of too short a date 

**" It is a carious iUastration of the labour -which simplicity 
requires, that the Ramblers of Johnson, elaborate* as they 
appear, were written with fluency, and seldom required re- 
vision \ while the simple language of Rousseau, which seems 
to come flowing from the heart, was the slow production of 
painful labour, pausing on every word, and balancing every 
sentence. 
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to allow him to pexfect such a taste ; but how far 
he was likely to have succeeded, the critic may 
judge from his productions. 

I have found among his papers a novel, in rather 
an imperfect state, which, as soon as I have ar- 
ranged and collected it, shall be submitted to the 
public eye. 

Where Mr. Little was born, or what is the 
genealogy of his parents, are points in which very 
few readers can be interested. His life was one 
of those humble streams which have scarcely a 
name in the map of life, and the traveller may 
pass it by without inquiring its source or direction. 
His character was well knoWn to all who were 
acquainted with him ; for he had too much vanity 
to hide its virtues, and not enough of art to con- 
ceal its defects. The lighter traits of his mind 
may be traced perhaps in his writings ; but Ihe 
few for which he was valued * live only in the 
remembrance of his friends. 

T. M. 



TO 



J. ATK— NS— N, Esq. 



HY DEAR SIR, 

I FEEL a very sincere pleasure in dedicatiag 
to you the Second Edition of our friend Little's 
Poems. I am not unconscious that there are 
many in the collection which perhaps it would 
be prudent to have altered or omitted ; and, to 
say the truth, I more than onc^ revised them for 
that purpose ; but, I know not why, I distrusted 
either my heart or my judgment ; and the con- 
sequence is, you have them in their original form : 

Non possniit nostras molts, Faastiae, HtaraB 
Emendareiocos; ana iitnra potest. 

I am convinced, however, that though not quite 
a casuiste reldch^, you have charity enough to 
forgive such inoffensive follies: you know the 
pious Reza was not the less revered for those 

10. 
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sportiTe juvenilia which he published under a 
fictitious name; nor did the levity of Bembo's 
poems prevent him from making a very good 
cardinal. 

Believe me, my dear friend, 

With the truest esteem, 
Yours, 

T. M. 

April 19, 1803. 
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TO JULIA. 

IN ALLUSION TO SOME ILLIBERAL GRITIGISIIS. 

WhT| let the stingless critic chide 
With all that fume of vacant pride 
Which mantles o'er the pedant fool, 
Like vapour on a stagnant pool ! . 
Oh ! if the song, to feeling true, 
Can please the elect, the sacred few, 
Whose souls, by Taste and Nature taught. 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought— 
If some fond feeling maid like thee. 
The warmr-eyed child of Sympathy, 
Shall say, while o'er my simple theme 
She languishes in Passion's dream, 
** He was, indeed, a tender soul— 
** No critic law, nio chill control, 
'* Should ever freeze, by timid art, 
<« The flowings of so fond a heart I '' 



2 28 little's poems. 

Yes^ soul of Nature I soul of Love ! 
That| hovering like a snow-wing'd dove, 
Breathed o'er my cradle warblings wild, 
And hail'd me Passion's warmest child ! 
Grant me the tear from Beauty's eye, 
From Feeling's breast the votive sigh ; 
Oh I let my song, my memory, find 
A shrine within the tender mind ; 
And I will scorn the critic's chide, 
And I will scorn the fume of pride 
Which mantles o'er the pedant fool, 
Like vapour on a stagnant pool ! 



TO A LADY, 
WITH SOME MANUSCRIPT POEMS. 

ON LEAVING THE COUNTRY. 

When, casting many a look behind, 
I leave the friends I cherish here— 

Perchance some other friends to find, 
But surely finding none so dear — 

Qaply the little simple page, 
Which votive thus I've traced for thee, 
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May now and then a look engage, 
And steal a moment's thought for me. 

Bat, oh ! in pity let not those 

Whose hearts are not of gentle mould, 

Let not the eye that seldom flows 
With feeling tear, my song behold. 

For, trust me, they who never melt 

With pity, never melt with love i 
And they will frown at all I've felt, 

And all my loving lays reprove. 

But if, perhaps, some gentler mind. 

Which rather loves to praise than blame, 

Should in my page an interest find, 
And linger kindly on my name ; 

Tell him, — or, oh ! if gentler still, 

By female lips my name be blest : 
Ah I where do all affections thrill 

So sweetly as in woman's breast ? — 

Tell her, that he whose loving themes 

Her eye indulgent wanders o'er, 
Gould sometimes wake from idle dreams. 

And bolder flights^of fancy soar ; 
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That glory oft would claim the lay, 
And friendship oft his numbers move ; 

But whisper then, that, '' sooth to say, 
'^ His sweetest song was given to Love ! 



»> 



TO MRS. 



If, in the dream that hovers 
Around my sleeping mind. 

Fancy thy form discovers, 
And paints thee melting kind ; 

If joys from sleep I borrow. 
Sure thou'lt forgive me this ; 

For he who wakes to sorrow, 
At least may dream of bliss ! 

Oh I if thou art, in seenung, 
All that IVe e'er required : 

Oh ! if I feel in dreaming. 
All that Fve e'er desired ; 

Wilt thou for^^ve my taking 
A kiss, or — something more ? 

What thou deny'st me waking, 
Oh ! let me slumber o'er I 
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to the large and beautiful 
MISS . 

IN ALLUSION TO SOME PARTNERSHIP IN A LOTTERY SHARE. 

UIPROMPTU. 



—Ego pars— Viae. 

In wedlock a species of lottery lies, 
Where in blanks and in prizes we deal ; 

But how comes it that you, such a capital prize^ 
Should so long have remained in the wheel ? 

If ever, by Fortune's indulgent decree, 

To me such a ticket should roU, 
A sixteenth. Heaven knows ! were suflBicient for me; 
For what could I do with the whole ? 



TO JULIA. 

Well, Juliai if to loye, and live 
Ifid all the pleasures love can give, 
Be crimes that bring danmation ; 
Tou^-yoa and I have given such scope 



To lores and jojSy we scarce calf Jiope 
In Hearen the least salration ! 



And yet, I think, did HeaTcn design 
That blisKS dear, like yoms and mine', 

Shonid be oar own nndoing ; 
It had not made my sool so warm. 
Nor giTen yon soch a witching form. 

To bid me dote on rain ! 

Then wipe away that timid tear ; 
Sweet traant I yoa hare nonfat to fear. 

Though yoa weie whelm'd in sin ; 
Stand bat at Heayen's gate awhile. 
And yoa so like an angel smile. 

They can't bat lei you in. 



INCONSTANCY. 

And do I then wonder that Jalia deceives me. 
When saiely there's nothing in nature more 
common? 
She TOWS to be trae, and while vowing she leaves 
me— 
But Goald I expect any more from a woman ? 
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Ofa, woman ! your heart is a pitiful treasure ; 
And Mahomet's doctrine was not too severe, 
When he thought you were only materials of 
pleasure. 
And reason and thinking were^^out of your 
sphere. 

By your heart, when the fond sighing lover can 
win it, 
He thinks that an age of anxiety's paid ; 
But, oh! while he's blest, let him die on the 
minute— 
If he live but a day^ he'll be surely betrayed. 

IMITATION OF CATULLUS.* 

TO HIMSELF. 



Miaer Catnlle, desinas ineptire, etc. 

Cease the sighing fool to play ; 
Cease to trifle life away ; 

* Few poets knew better than Catullus what a French 
writer calls 



la d^icatesse 



D'un yoluptneux sentiment ; 
but his passions too often obscured his imagination. £. 
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Nor vainly think those joys thine own, 
Which all, alas ! have falsely flown ! 
What hours, Catullus, once were thine, 
How fairly seem*d thy day to shine, 
When lightly thou didst fly to meet 
The girl, who smiled so rosy sweet — 
The girl thou lovedst with fonder pain 
Than e!er thy heart can feel again ! 
You met— your souls seem'd all in one — 
Sweet little sports were said and done — 
Thy heart was warm enough for both. 
And hers indeed was nothing loath. 
Such were the hours that once were thine ; 
But, ah ! those hours no longer shine ! 
For now the nymph delights np more 
In what she loved so dear before ; 
And all GatuUus now can do, 
Is to be proud and frigid too ; 
Nor follow where the wanton flies. 
Nor sue the bliss that she denies. 
False maid ! he bids farewell to thee. 
To love, and all love's misery. 
The hey-day of his heart is o'er, 
Nor will he court one favour more ; 
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But soon hell see thee droop thy head, 
Doomed to a lone and loveless bed, 
When none will seek the happy night, 
Or come to traffic in delight ! 
Fly, perjured girl ! — but whither fly? 
Who now will praise thy cheek and eye ? 
Who now will drink the syren tone. 
Which tells him thou art all his own ? 
Who now will court thy wild delights, 
Thy honey kiss, and turtle bites ? 
Oh ! none.— -And he who loved before 
Can never, never love thee more ! 



EPIGRAM.* 

Your mother says, my little Venus, 
There's something not correct between us. 

And you're in fault as much as I : 
Now, on my soul, my little Venus, 
I think 'twould not be right between us, 

To let your mother tell a lie ! 

* I beliere this epigram is originally French. — E. 



TO JCLIA. 

Thoogb Fate, my giri, my bid m part. 
Our souls it caimoC, diall not, sever ; 

The heartwin seek its kindled heut. 
And ding to it as doae as ercr. 



But most ve, mastipe part indeed? 

Is aD oar dream of npCnre over ? 
And does not Jolia's boaom M f^ 
To leave so dear, so food a lover ? 



too mourn ? — Poli^is she may ; 

Fnliaps slie weeps our blisses fleeting : 
But why is Jolia's eye so gay. 

If Jolia's heart like mine is beating ? 

I oft have loved the brilliant ^w 
Of nptore in her bfaie eye streaming 

ftit can the bosom bleed with woe. 
While joy is in the ^buDces beaming ? 

No, no !— Yet, love, I will not chide, 
Althoni^ yoor heart were fond of loring 

Hot that, nor all the woiU beside, 

CcNdd keq> yoor faithiol boy from feving. 
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You'll soon be distant from his eye, 

And, with you, all that's worth possessing. 

Oh ! then it will be sweet to die,, 
When life has lost its only blessing ! 



SONG. 

Sweet seducer ! blandly smiling ; 
Charming still, and still beguiling ! 
Oft I swore to love thee never, 
Yet I love thee more than ever ! 

Why that little wanton blushing. 
Glancing eye, and bosom flushing ? 
Flushing warm, and wily glancing — 
All is lovely, all entrancing ! 

Turn away those lips of blisses — 
I am poison'd by thy kisses ! 
Yet, again, ah ! turn them to me : 
Ruin's sweet, when they undo me ! 

Oh I be less, be less enchanting ; 
Let some little grace be wanting ; 
Let my eyes, when I'm expiring, 
Gaze awhile without admiring ! 
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NATURE'S LABELS. 

A FRAGXEITT. 

Iff Tain we fondly stnye to trace 

The soul's reflection in the face ; 

In yain we dwell on lines and crosses. 

Crooked mouth, or short proboscis ; 

Boobies have look'd as wise and bright 

As Plato or the Stagirite : 

And many a sage and learned skull 

Has peep'd through windows dark and dull ! 

Since then, though art do all it can, 

We ne'er can reach the inward man, 

Nor inward woman, from witliout 

(Though, ma'am, you smile, as if in doubt), 

I think 'twere well if Nature could 

(And Nature could, if Nature would) 

Some pretty short descriptions write. 

In tablets large, in black and white, 

Which she might hang about our throt ties. 

Like labels upon physic-bottles. 

There we might read of all— But stay — 

As learned dialectics say, 
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The argument most apt and ample 
For common use, is the example. 
For instance, then, if Nature's care 
Had not arranged thos<e traits so fair, 
Which speak the soul of Lucy L-nd-n, 
This is the label she'd haye pinn'd on. 

LABEL TIRST. 

Within this vase there lies enshrined 
The purest, brightest gem of mind ! 
Though Feeling's hand may sometimes throw 
Upon its charms the shade of woe, 
The lustre of the gem, when veil'd, 
Shall be but mellow'd, not conceal'd. 



Now, sirs, imagine, if you're able, 
That Nature wrote a second label. 
They're her own words — ^at least suppose so- 
And boldly pin it on Pomposo. 

LABEL SECOND. 

When I composed the fustian brain 
Of this redoubted Captain Vain, 
I had at hand but few ingredients, 
And so was forced to use expedients. 
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I pat therein some small discerning, 
A giain of sense, a grain of learning ; 
And wLen I saw the yoid behind, 
I fill'd it up with'— froth and wind ! 



TO MRS. M 



Sweet lady ! look not thos again : 
Those little pouting smiles recal 

A maid remember'd now with pain. 
Who was my love, my life, my all ! 

Oh ! while this heart delirious took 
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye, 

Thus would she pout, and lisp, and look. 
And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh ! 

Yes, I did love her — madly love — 
She was the sweetest, best deceiver ! 

And oft she swore she'd never rove ! 
And I was destined to believe her ! 

Then, lady, do not wear the smile 
Of her whose smile could thus betray : 



uttle's poems. 241 

Alas ! I Unnk the lovely wile 
Again might steal my heart away. 

And when the spell that stole my mind 

On lips so pure as thine I see, 
I fear the heart which ^e resign'd 

Will err again, and fly to thee I 



SONG. 

Why, the world are all thinking about it ; 

And, as for myself, I can swear, 
If I fancied that Heaven were without it, 

rd scarce feel a wish to go there. 

If Mashomet would but receive me, 

And Paradise be as he paints, 
I'm greatly afraid, God forgive me ! 

rd worship the eyes of his saints. 

But why should I think of a trip 
To the Prophet's seraglio above. 

When Pfaillida gives me her lip. 
As my own little heaven of love ? 

VOL. VII. 1 1 
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Oh, Phyllis ! that kiss may be sweeter 
Than erer by mortal was giyen ; 

Bat your lip, We! is only St. Peter, 
And keeps but the key to your Heaven ! 



TO JULIA. 
Mock, me no more with Love's b^^niling dream, 

« 

A dream, I find, illusory as sweet : 
One smile of friendship, nay of cold esteem. 
Is dearer far than passion's bland deceit ! 

I've heard you oft eiemal truth declare ; 

Tour heart was only mine, I once believed. 
Ah ! shall I say that all your vows were air ? 

And must I say, my hopes were all deceived ? 

Vow, then, no longer' that our souls are twined, 
That all our joys are felt with mutual zeal : 

Julia ! 'tis pity, pity makes you kind ; 

You know I love, and you would seem to feel. 

But shall I still go revel in those arms 
On bliss in which affection takes no part ? 

No, no I farewell I you give me but your charms. 
When I had fondly thought you gave your heart ! 
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IMPROMPTU. 

Look in my eyes, my blushing Cair ! 

Thou'lt see thyself reflected there ; 

Andy as I gaze on thine, I see 

Two little miniatures of me : 
Thus in our looks some propagation lies, 
For we make babies in each other's eyes ! 



TO ROSA. 



Doss the harp of Rosa slumber ? 
Once it breathed the sweetest number ! 
Never does a wilder song 
Steal the breezy lyre along, 
When the wind, in odours dying. 
Wooes it with enamour'd sighing. 

Does the harp of Rosa cease ? 
Once it told a tale of peace 
To her lover's throbbing breast- 
Then he was divinely blest I 
• Ah I but Rosa loves no more, 
Therefore Rosa's song is o'er ; 
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And her harp neglected lies ; 
And her boy forgotten siglis. 
Silent haip— -forgotten lorer— 
Rosa's lore and sc»g »re oter ! 



STBDPATHT. 

TO JULU. 



— sine me sit nulla Vemu. Solpicia. 



OcR hearts, my lore, were doon'd to be 
The gennuie twins of Sympatby s 
They live with one sensattcm : 
In joy or grief, bst most in love, 

4 

Our heartf-strings mnsicaUy move. 
And thrill with Uke Tifaralian. 

How often hare I heard thee say, 
Thy Tital pnlse Aail eease to pby 

When mine no more is moring I 
Since, now, to feel a joy akme 
Were worse to thee than •feeling none : 

Such sympathy in '--■«-» ' 
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Andy oh I how often in those eyes, 
Which mehing beamed like azure skies 

In dewy vernal weather — 
How often have I raptured read 
The burning glance, that silent said, 

** Now, love, we feel together?** 



TO JULIA. 



I SAW the peasant's hand unkind 
From yonder oak the ivy sever ; 

They seemed in very being twined ; 
Tet now the oak is fresh as ever. 

Not so the widow'd ivy shines : 
Tom from its dear and only stay, 

In drooping widowhood it pines. 
And scatters all its blooms away ! 

Thus, Julia, did our hearts entwine, 
Till Fate disturb'd their tender ties : 

Thus gay indifference blooms in thine, 
While mine, deserted, droops and dies ! 



246 UTTLB's P0£1IS. 



TO MRS. 



In canud pensier si diiconTaie. Guaeiht. 

Yes, I think I once heard of an amorous youth 
Who was caught in his grandmother's bed ; 

But I own I had ne'er such a liquorish tooth 
As to wish to be there in his stead. 

'Tis for you, my dear madam, such conquests to 
maket 

Antiquarians may value you high : 
But I swear I can't love for antiquity's sake, 

Such a poor virtuoso am I. 

I have seen many ruins all gilded with care, 
But the cracks were still plain to the eye : 

And I ne'er felt a passion to venture in there. 
But turn'd up my nose, and pass'd by ! 

I perhaps might have sigh'd in your magical chain 
When your lip had more freshness to deck it ; 

But I'd hate even Dian herself in the wane,'^ 
She might then go to hell for a Hecate ! 
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N0| no I when my heart's in these amorous faints, 
Which is seldom, thank Heaven I the case ; 

For, by reading the Fathers, and Lives of the 
Saints, 
I keep up a stock of good grace : 

But then 'tis the creature luxuriant and fresh 
That my passion with ecstasy owns ; 

For indeed, my dear madam, though fond of the 
flesh, 
I never was partial to bones I 



ON THE DEATH OF A LADY. 

Sweet spirit I if thy airy sleep 
Nor sees my tears, nor hears my sighs, 

Oh ! I wiU weep, in luxury weep, 
Till the last he&rt's-<drop filk mine eyes. 

But if thy sainted soul can feel, 

And mingles in our misery ; 
Then, then, my breaking heart I'll seal-— 

Thou shalt not hear, one sigh from me I 



^48 LOTLS'S fOEKS. 

Tke beun of bmhii was on tlie sUreais, 
Baft srikn davds the day deform : 

Tlioa wert, indeed, tlMt momiiiir beam. 
And death, alas ! that siillen stoim. 

Thoa wert not form'd for living here. 
For thoa wert kindred with the sky ; 

Tet, yet we held thee all so dear, 

We thought thou wert not form'd to die ! 



TO JUUA. 

Sweet is the dream, divinely sweet. 
When absent seals in fancy Boeet ! — 
At midnight, love ! Fll think of thee ! 
At midnight, love ! oh think of me ! 
Think that thou givest thy dearest kiss. 
And I will thitik I f^l the bCss. 
Then, if thoti blash, that Mash be mine ; 
And, if I weep, the tear be thine ! 
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TO . 

Can I again that form caress, 

Or on ifaat lip in rapture twine ? 
No, 110 ! the lip that all may press 

Shall never more be press'd by mine. 

Can I again that look recal 

Which (mce could make me die for thee ? 
No, no ! the eye that burns on all 

Shall never more be priced by me ! 



WRITTEN IN THE BLANK LEAF OF A 
LADY'S COMMON-PLACE BOOK. 

Here is one leaf reserved for me, 

From, all thy sweet memorials free ; 

And here my simple song might tell 

The feelings thou must guess so well. 

But could I thus, within thy mind, 

One little vacant corner find, 

Where no impression yet is seen, 

Where no memorial yet has been, 

Oh ! it should be my sweetest care 

To write mjr name for ever there I 

II. 
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SONG. 



Away with this poating and sadness I 

Sweet girl ! will yon nerer give o'er ? 
I lore yoQy by Heaven ! to madness. 

And what can I swear to yoa more ? 
Believe not the old woman's fable. 

That oaths are as short as a kiss ; 
ini love yoa as long as Fm able. 

And swear for no longer than this. 

Then waste not the time with professions ; 

For not to be blest when we can, 
Is one of the darkest transgressions 

That happen 'twixt woman and man. — 
Pretty moralist ! why thus beginning 

My innocent warmth to reprove ? 
Heaven knows that I never loved sinning — 

Except little sinnings in love ! 

If swearing, however, will do it, 

Gome, bring me the calendar, pray— 

I vow, by that lip, 111 go through it. 
And not miss a saint on my way. 
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The angels shall help me to wheedle ; 

I'll swear upon every one 
That e'er danced on the point of a needle,*^ 

Or rode on a beam of the sun ! 

Oh ! why should Platonic control, love, 

£nchain an emotion so free ? 
Your soul, though a very sweet soul, love, 

Will ne'er be sufficient for me. 
If you think, by this coolness and scorning, 

To seem more angelic and bright. 
Be an angel, my love, in the morning. 

But, oh ! be a woman to-night ! 



TO ROSA. 

LiKJs him who trusts to summer skies, 
And puts his little bark to sea, 

Is he who, lured by smiling eyes. 
Consigns his simple heart to thee : 

* I beliere Mr. Little alluded here to a famoas question 
among the early schoolmen : '' Uow many thousand angels 
could dance on the point of a Tery fine needle, without jost- 
ling one another?" If he could have been thinking of the 
sdiools while he was writing this song, we cannot say *' canit 
indoctumJ* 
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For Cckle b the summef wind^ 
And sadly may the bark be tossfd ; 

For thou art mite to change thy ftiiod, 
And then the wiretched hiearl is lost ! 

TO ROSA. XSii^ 

Ob ! why should th^ girl of iny soul be in tears 

At a meeting of rapture like this, 
When the glooms of the past and the sorrow of 
years 

Have been paid by a moment of bliss ? 

Are they shed for that moment of blissful delight, 

Which dwells on her memory yet ? 
Do they fiow like the dews of the amorous night, 

From the warmth of the sun that has set ? 

Oh I sweet is the tear on that languishing smile, 
That smile, which is loveliest then ; 

And if such are the drops that delight can beguile, 
Thou shalt weep them again and again ! 
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RONDEA.U. 



** Good night ! good night !" — and is it so? 

And must I from my Rosa go ? 

Oh, Rosa ! say " Good night !" once more, 

And I'll repeat it o'er and o'er, 

Till the first glance of dawning light 

Shall find us saying, still, '* Good night T' 

And still ** Good night !" my Rosa, say — 
But whisper still, " A minute stay ;" 
And I will stay, and every minute 
Shall have an age of rapture in it. 
We'll kiss and kiss in quick delight. 
And murmur, while ^e kiss, *' Good night 



i»» 



" Good night !" youll murmur with a sigh, 

And tell me it is time to fly : 

And I will vow to kiss no more, 

Yet kiss you closer than before ; 

Till slumber seal our weary sight — 

And then, my love ! my soul ! " Good night !" 
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AN ARGUMENT 
TO AHT PHILLIS OR CHLOE. 

I'te oh been told by learned firiais. 
That wishing and the crime are one. 

And Heaven punishes deares 

As much as if the deed were done. 

If wishing damns as, yon and I 

Are damn'd to all our heart's content ; 

Come, then, at least we may enjoy 
Some pleasure for our punishment ! 



TO ROSA. 

WRITTBN DUBING ILLKfiSS. 

The wisest soul, by anguish torn, 
Will soon unlearn the lore it knew ; 

And, when the shrining casket's worn. 
The gem within will tarnish too. 

But love's an essence of the soul, 

Which sinks not with this chain of clay ^ 
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Which throbs beyond the chill control 
Of withering pain or pale decay. 

And surely, when the touch of Death 

Dissolves the spirit's mortal ties, 
Love still attends the soaring breath, 

And makes it purer for the skies ! 

Oh, Rosa ! when, to seek its sphere, 
My soul shall leave this orb of men. 

That love it found so blissful here 
Shall be its best of blisses then ! 

And, as in fabled dreams of old, 

Some airy genius, child of time, 
Presided o'er each star that roU'd 

And tracked it throu^ its path sublime \ 

So thou, fair planet, not unled, 
Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray ; 

Thy lover's shade, divinely wed, 
Shall linger round thy wandering way. 

Let other spirits range the sky. 

And brighten in the solar gem ; 
111 bask beneath that lucid eye. 

Nor envy worlds of suns to them ! 
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And, oh ! if airy shapes may steal 
To mingle with a mortal frame. 

Then, then, my love ! — but drop the veil ! 
Hide, hide from Heaven the unholy flame. 

No ! — when that heart shall cease to beat, 
And when that breath at length is free ; 

Then, Rosa, soul to soul we'll meet, 
And mingle to eternity ! 



ANACREONTIQUE. 



-in lachrjrmas verterat omae meriun. 

Tib. lib. i. eleg. 5« 



Press the grape, and let it jfomt 
Around the board its purple shower ; 
And while the drops my goblet steep, 
rU think — ^in woe the clusters weep. 

Weep on, weep on, my pouting vine I 
Heaven grant no tears, but tears of wine. 
Weep on ; and, as thy soirows flow, 
rU taste the luxury of woe I 
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ANACREONTIQUE. 



267 



Friend of my soul ! this goblet sip, 

Twill chase that pensive tear ; 
'Tis not so sweet as woman's lip, 
But, oh I 'tis more sincere. 
Like her delusive beam, 

'Twill steal away thy mind ; 
But, like Affection's dream, 
It leaves no sting behind 1 

Gome, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade ; 

These flowers were cuU'd at noon ; — 
Like woman's love the rose will fade. 
But, ah I not half so soon ! 
For, though the flower's decay'd. 

Its fragrance is not o'er ; 
But once when love's betray'd. 
The heart can bloom no more ! 
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9T. JoHBy chap. liii. 



Ob, woman ! if by simple wile 

Thy soul has stn/d finom honoiii^s tnck, 
Tis meicj only can hegaale^ 

By gentle ways, the wanderer back. 

The stain that on thy ^iitne lies, 
WashM by thy teais, may yet decay; 

As donds that sully morning skies 
May all be wept in showers away. 

Go, go— be innocent, and lire— 

The tongues of men may wound thee soie ; 
Bat Heayen in pity can foi]^Te, 

And bids thee ^* go, and sin no more V* 



LOVE AHfD BfARBIAGE. 



Eque hten yreAo itne peremie malum. — Smaamou*, deg. m. 

Still the question I must parry. 
Still a wayward truant prove : 
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Where I love, I must not marry ; 
Where I marry, cannot love. 

Were she fairest of creation, 

With the least presuming mind : 
Learned without affectation ; 

Not deceitful, yet refined ; 

Wise enough, but never rigid; 

Gay, but not too lightly free ; 
Chaste as snow, and yet not frigid ; 

Warm, yet satisfied with me i 

Were she all this ten times over. 

All that heaven to earth allows, 
I should be too much her lover 

Ever to become her spouse. 

Love will never bear enslaving ; 

Summer garments suit him best: 
Bliss itself is not worth having, 

If we're by compulsion blest. 



THE KISS. 



Dla nisi in lectt> nosqiiaiii potnere doeeri. 

Onoy fib. ii. dcg. 5. 

Give me, my lore, that biUing kiss 

I tangfat yon one delidoiis nigbt. 
When, tnming epicuies in bliss. 

We tried inventions of delist. 

Come, gently steal my lips along. 

And let your lips in murmurs more, — 

Ah, no ! — ^again — that kiss was wrong,— 
How can you be so dull, my lore? 

^' Cease, cease !" the blushing girl replied — 
And in her milky arms she caught me — 

^' How can you thus your pupil chide ; 

'^ Tou know 'twas in the dark you tai^^t me ! " 



TO MISS 



ox HER ASKING THE AUTHOR WBT SHE HAD SLEEPLESS 

NIGHTS. 

Fll ask the sylph who round thee flies, 
And in thy breath his pinion dips, 
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Who suns him in thy lucent eyes, 
And faints upon thy sighing lips : 

111 ask him where 's the veil of sleep 
That used to shade thy looks of light ; 

And why those eyes their vigil keep, 
When other suns are sunk in night. 

And I will say — her angel breast 
Has neyer tlxrobb'd with guilty sting ; 

Her bosom is the sweetest ne$t 

Where Slumber could repose his wing ! 

And I will say — her cheeks of flanae, 

Which glow like roses in the sun, 
Have never felt a blush of shame, 

Except for what her eyes haye done ! 

Then tell me, why, thou child of air I 
Doe^ Slumber from her eyelids rove ? 

What is her heart's impassion'd care ? — 
Perhaps, oh, sylph ! perhaps 'tis loi^e ! 



afe lrtle's poems. 

NONSENSE. 

Good reader ! if yoa e'er haye seen, 

When Phoebos hastens to his pillow, 
The mermaidSy with their tresses green, 

Dancing upon the western billow : 
If you haye seen, at twilight dim. 
When the lone spirit's yesper hymn . 

Floats wild along the winding shore t 
If you haye seen, throogh mist of eye. 
The fairy train their ringlets weaye. 
Glancing along the spangled green :— 

If you haye seen all this, and more, 
God bless me ! what a deal yoa'ye seen ! 



TO JULIA. 

OV HER BiaTH-DAY. 

When Time was entwining the garland of years. 
Which to crown my beloyed was giyen, 

Though some of the leayes might be sullied with 
tears, 
Yet the flowers were all gathered in Heaycn I 
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And long may this garland be sweet to the eye, 

May its verdure for ever be new I 
Young Love shall enrich it with many a sigh, 

And Pity shall nurse it with dew I 



ELEGIAC STANZAS.* 

How sweetly could I lay my head 
Within the cold grave's silent breast ; 

Where Sorrow's tears no more are shed, 
No more the ills of life molest. 

« 

For, ah I my heart, how very soon 
The glittering dreams of youth are past I 

And, long before it reach its noon, 
The sun of life is overcast. 

* This poem, and some others of the same pensWe cast, 
we may suppose, were the result of the^/im' melancholy mo- 
ments which a life so short and so pleasant as that of the 
author could haye allowed. — ^E. 
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TO ROSA. 



A far conserra, e cumolo d* amanti* Past, Fid. 



Aftd are you then a thing of art, 
Seducing all and loving none ? 

And have I strove to gain a heart 

Which every coxcomb thinks his own ? 

And do you, like the dotard's fire, 
Which, powerless of enjoying any, 

Feeds its abortive sick desire, 
By trifling impotent with nuny ? 

Do you thus seek to flirt a number, 
And through a round of danglers run. 

Because your heart's insipid slumber 
Could never wake to feel for one 7 

Tell me at once if this be true. 
And I shall calm my jealous breast ; 

Shall learn to join the dangling crew. 
And share your simpers with the rest. 
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But if your heart be not so free, — 

Oh ! if another share that heart, 
Tell not jthe damning tale to me, 

But mingle mercy with your art. 

I'd rather think you black as hell, 

Than find you to be all divine, 
And know that heart could love so well. 

Yet know that heart would not be mine ! 



LOVE IN A STORM. 



Qaam juvat immites ventos audire cubantem, 

Et dominam tenero continuisse sinu. Txbullus. 



Loud sung the wind in tlie ruins above, 

Which murmur'd the warnings of Time o*er 
our head ; 

While fearless we offer'd devotions to Love, 
The rude rock our pillow, the rushes our bed. 

Damp was the chill of the wintry air, 

But it made us cling closer, and warmly unite ; 

Dread was the liglitning, and horrid its glare, 
But it show'd me my Julia in languid delight. 
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To my boiom she nesded, and fdt not a fear, 
ThoQ^ the siiower did beat, and the tempest 
did firown: 

Her righs weie as sweet, and her mnrmors as dear, 
As if she lay InU'd on a pillow of down ! 



SONG. 

Jesst on a bank was sleeping, 
A flower beneath her bosom lay ; 

Love, upon her slomber creeping. 
Stole the flower, and flew away ! 

Pity, then, poor Jessy's min. 

Who, becalm'd by Slomber's wing, 

Neyer felt what Love was doing-^ 
Nerer dream'd of such a thing. 



THE SURPRISE. 

Ghloris, I swear, by alll ever swore. 
That from this hoar I shall not love thee more. — 
•< What ! love no more? Oh ! why this alter'd vow?'' 
Because I cannot love thee more— than new! 



LITTL£*S POEM$. 1^67 

TO A SLEEPING MAID. 

Wake, my life ! thy loyer's arms 
Are twined around thy sleeping charms : 
Wake, my love I and let desire 
Kindle those opening orbs of fire. 

Tety sweetest, though the bliss delight thee, 
If the guilt, the shame affright thee, 
Still those orbs in darkness keep ; 
Sleep, my girl, or seem to sleep. 



TO PHILLIS. 



Phillis, you little rosy rake, 

That heart of yours I long to rifle : 

Come, give it me, and do not make 
So much ado about a trifie ! 



SONG. 

When the heart's feeling 
Bums with concealing, 
Glances will tell what we fear to confess : 
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Oh! what an anguish 
Silent to bnguish, 
Gould we not look all we wish to express I 

When half-expiring, 

Restless, desiring. 
Lovers wish something, bat most not say what, 

Looks tell the wanting. 

Looks tell the granting, 
Looks betray all that the heart would be at. 



THE BALLAD.* 

Thou hast sent me a flowery band, 
And told me 'twas fresh from the field; 

That the leaves were untouch'd by the hand. 
And the purest of odours would yield. 

And indeed it was fragrant and fair \ 

But, if it were handled by thee. 
It would bloom with a livelier air. 

And would surely be sweeter to me ! 

'*' Thii ballad was probably snggestfed by the following 
Epifpram in Martial : 

Intactas qnare mittis mlhi, Polla, coronas, 
A te Texaus malo tenere rosas. Epig. zc. Ub. 1 1.— £. 
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Then take it, and let it entwine 
Thy tresses, so flowing and bright ; 

And each little flow*ret will shine 
More rich than a gem to my sight. 

Let the odorous gale of thy breath 

Embalm it with many a sigh ; 
Nay, let it be wither'd to death 

Beneath the warm noon of thine eye. 

And, instead of the dew that it bears. 
The dew dropping fresh from the tree ; 

On its leaves let me number the tears 
Thai affection has stolen from thee ! 



TO MRS. 



ON HER 

BEAUTIFUL TRANSLATION OF VOITURFS KISS. 



Mod ame nir ma livre (^uit lors toute enti^re, 

Pour sayonrer le miel <{ui sar la vAtre itait ; 

Mais en me retirant, elle resta derri^re, 

Tant de ce doux plaisir Pamorce Parr^toit ! Voit, 

How heavenly was the poet's doom, 
To breathe his spirit through a kiss ; 



zjQ utile's forms. 

And lose within so sweet a tomb 
The trembling messenger of bliss ! 

Andf ah ! his soul retum'd to feel 
That it again could rayish'd be ; 
For in the kiss that thou didst steal, 
life and soul haye fled to thee ! 



TO A LADY. 

ON HER SINGING. 

Tht song has taught my heart to feel 
Those soothing thoughts of heavenly love. 

Which o'er the sainted spirits steal 
When list'ning to the spheres above ! 

When, tired of life and misery, 

I wish to sigh my latest breath, 
Oh, Emma I I will fly to thee, 

And thou shalt sing me into death 1 

And if along thy lip and cheek 

That smile of heavenly softness play, 

Which,— ah ! forgive a mind that's weak,—- 
So oft has stolen my mind away ; 
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Thottlt seem an angel of the sky, 
That comes to charm me into bliss : 

m gaze and die— Who would not die, 
If death were half so sweet as this ? 

A DREAM. 

I THOUGHT this heart consuming lay 

On Cupid's burning shrine : 
I thought he stole thy heart away. 

And placed it near to mine. 

I saw thy heart begin to melt, 

Like ice before the sun ; 
Till both a glow congenial felt, 

And mingled into one ! 



WRITTEN IN A COMMON-PLACE BOOK, 
CALLED « THE BOOK OF FOLLIES j" 

In which et^ery one that opened it thould contribute 

something. 



TO THE BOOK OF FOLLIES. 

This tribute's from a wretched elf, 
Who haib thee emblem of himself! 
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The book of life, whidi I hare traced. 

Has been, like thee, a motley waste 

Of follies scribbled o'er and o'er, 

One folly bringing hundreds more. 

Some faaye indeed been writ so neat. 

In characters 90 fair, so sweet, 

That those who judge not too severely, 

Hare said they love'd such follies dearly I 

Yet stiU, book ! the allunon stands ; 

For these were penned h^ female hands : 

Hie resty-^alas! I own the truth, — 

Haye all been scribbled so uncouth, 

That Prudence, with a withering look. 

Disdainful flings away the book. 

Like thine, its pages here and there 

Have oft been stained with blots of care ; 

And sometimes hours of peace, I own. 

Upon some fairer leaves have shown. 

White as the snowings of that Heaven 

By which those hours of peace were given. 

But now no longer — such, oh I such 

The blast of Disappointment's touch ! 

No longer now those hours appear ; 

Each leaf is suUied by a tear t \ 
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Blank, blank is every page with care, 
Not e'en a folly brightens there. 
Will they yet brighten ?— Never, never ! 
Then shut the bookj God I for ever ! 



WRITTEN IN THE SAME. 
TO THE PRETTY UTTLE MRS. 



IMPROMPTU. 



Magit Tenustatem an breriutem miroris incertnm est. 

Maceob. SaU lib. ii. cap. a. 

This journal of folly's an emblem of me ; 
But what book shall we find emblematic of thee ? 
Oh I shall we not say thou art Love's duodacimo ? 
None can be prettier ; few can be less, you know. 
Such a volume in sheets were a volume of 

charms; 
Or, if bound, it should only be bound in our 

arms! 



IS. 



^74 



SONG. 

Deaa! in pity do not speak ; 

In joor eyes I leaidit all. 
In die flodiing of yonr cheek. 

In those tears that faSL 
Tes, yeSy my soul ! I see 
You loTe, yon lire for only me ! 

Beam, yet beam that killing eye, 
Bid me expire in lusdoas pain ; 

Bat kiss me, kiss me while I die, 
And, oh ! I live again ! 

Still, my love ! with looking kill. 

And, oh ! rerive with kisses still ! 



THE TEAR. 

Off beds of snow the moonbeam slept, 
And chilly was the midnight gloom, 

When by the damp grave Ellen wept — 
Sweet maid I it was her Lindor's tomb ! 

A warm tear gush'd, the wintry air 
Congeal'd it as it flowed away : 
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All night it lay an ice-drop there, 
At mom it glittered in the ray ! 

An angel, wandering from her sphere, 
Who saw this bright, this frozen gem, 

To dew-eyed Pity brought the tear, 
And hung it on her diadem ! 



TO 



In bona cnr qoisquam tertius ista Tenit? Ovid. 

So ! Rosa turns her back on me, 
Thou walking monument I for thee ; 
Whose visage, like a grave-stone scribbled. 
With vanity bedaub'd, befribbled, 
Tells only to the reading eye. 
That underneath corrupting lie, 
Within thy heart's contagious tomb 
(As in a cemetery's gloom). 
Suspicion, rankling to infection, 
And all the worms of black reflection ! 

And thou art Rosa's dear elect, 
And thou hast won the lovely trifle; 
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And I most bear repulse, neglect, 
And I most all my angoiA stifle : 

While thou for eyer linger^st nigh, 

Scowling, mattering, gloating, momming. 

Like some sharp, busy, fretful fly, 
About a twinkling taper humming. 



TO JULIA. 

W£EPING. 



Oh ! if your tears are given to care, 
If real woe disturbs your peace. 

Gome to my bosom, weeping fair ! 
And I will bid your weeping cease. 

But if with Fancy's vision'd fears, 

With dreams of woe your bosom thrill ; 

Tou look so lovely in your tears. 
That I must bid you drop them still ! 



SONG. 

Have you not seen the timid tear 
Steal trembling from mine eye ? 
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Have you not mark'd the flush of fear, 

Or caught the murmur'd sigh 7 
And can you think my love is chill, 

Nor fix'd on you alone ? 
And can you rend, by doubting still, 

A heart so much your own ? 

To you my soul's affections move 

Devoutly, warmly true ; 
My life has been a task of love, 

One long, long thought of you. 
If all your tender faith is o'er. 

If still my truth you'll try ; 
Alas ! I know but one proof more,-r 

ni bless your name, and die I 



THE SHIELD.* 

Oh ! did you not hear a voice of death ? 

And did you not mark the paly form 
Which rode on the silver mist of the heath, 

And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm? 

* This poem is perfectly in the taste of the present day- 
*' his nam plebecola gaudet.'''E. 
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Was it a wailing bird of the gloom, 

Which shrieks on the house of woe all night ? 
Or a shivering fiend that fl6w to a tomb, 

To howl and to feed till the glance of light ? 

'Twas not the death-bird's cry from the wood, 

Nor shivering fiend that hung in the blast ; 

« 

'Twas the shade of Helderic — man of blood — 
It screams for the guilt of days that are past ! 

See how the red, red lightning strays, 

And scares the gliding ghosts of the heath ! 

Now on the leafless yew it plays, 

Where hangs the shield of this son of death ! 

That shield is blushing with murderous stains ; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew's spray ; 
It is blown by storms and wash'd by rains. 

But neither can take the blood away I 

Oft by that yew, on the blasted field. 
Demons dance to the red moon's light ; 

While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging 
shield 
Sings to the raving spirit of night ! 
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TO MRS. 



Yes, Heaven can witness liow I strove 
To love thee with a spirit's love ; 
To make thy purer wish my own, 
And mingle with thy mind alone. 
Oh ! I appeal to those pure dreams 
In which my soul has hung on thee. 
And I've forgot thy witching form, 
And I've forgot the liquid beams 
That eye effuses, thrilling warm — 
Yes, yes, forgot each sensual charm, 
Each madd'ning spell of luxury, 
That could seduce my soul's desires. 
And bid it throb with guiltier fires. — 
Such was my love, and many a time, 
When sleep has given thee to my breast. 
And thou hast seem'd to share the crime 
Which made thy lover wildly blest ; 
E'en then, in all that rich delusion, 
When, by voluptuous visions fired, 
My soul, in rapture's warm confusion. 
Has on a phantom's lip expired ! 



EVn then tome pmer thon^U would steal 
Amid my §eo9e^ wann excess ; 
And at the momeiif-— oh ! e'en then 
Tre started from thy melting press. 
And blosh'd for all Tre dared to feel. 
Yet sigh'd to feel it all again !— - 
Soch was my We, and still, still 
I might haye calm'd the unholy thrill : 
My heart might be a taintless shrine, 
And thon its TOtiye saint Aonld be : 
There, there Fd make thee all diyine. 
Myself diyine in honoring thee. 
Bat, oh I that night I that fatal night I 
When both bewildered, both betray'd. 
We sank beneath die flow of soul. 
Which for a moment mock'd control ; 
And on the dangerous kiss delayed. 
And almost yielded to delight ! 
God I how I wished, in that wild hour, 
That lips alone, thus stamped with heat. 
Had for a moment all the power 
To make our souls effusing meet I 
That we might mingle by the breath 
In all of love's delicious death ; 
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And in a kiss at once be blest, 
As, oh ! we trembled at the rest ! 
Pity me, love ! Ill pity thee, 
If thou indeed has felt like me. 
All, all my bosom's peace is o'er ! 
At night, which was my hour of calm, 
When from the page of classic lore, 
From the pure fount of ancient lay, 
My soul has drawn the placid balm 
Which charm*d its little griefs away ; 
Ah ! there I find that balm no more. 
Those spells, which make us oft forget 
The fleeting troubles of the day. 
In deeper sorrows only whet 
The stings they cannot tear away. 
When to my pillow rack'd I fly. 
With wearied sense and wakeful eye. 
While my brain maddens, where, where 
Is that serene consoling prayer, 
Which once has harbinger'd my rest. 
When the still soothing voice of Heaven 
Has seem'd to whisper in my breast, 
** Sleep on, thy errors are forgiven ! '* 
No, though I still in semblance pray. 
My thoughts are wandering far away ; 



Aad e^CB the name of IMtj 

b nmmn/d out in n^it for thee ! * 



ELEGUC STAHZAS. 

SCfPOSED TO K WmriTEir BT JDLU Off THE DEATR OF 



TflOt'GH sorrow long has worn m j heart ; 

Thong^ ererj day IVe counted o'er 
Has broogfat a new and qoickening smart 

To wounds that rankled fresh before ; 

Though in mj earliest life bereft 

Of many a link by nature tied ; 
Though hope deceiyed, and pleasure left ; 

Though friends betra/d, and foes belied ; 

I still had hopes — for hope will stay 
After the sunset of delight ; 

* This ifregufar recurrence of the rhymes is adopted from 
the light poetry of the French, and is, I think, particularly 
suited to eipress the varieties of feeling. In gentler emotions, 
the ¥erse may flow periodic and regular; and in the transition 
to violent passion, can assume all the animated abruptness of 
blank yerse. Besides, by dispensing -with the limits of distich 
and stansa, it allows an interesting suspension of the sen- 
timent.— E, 
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So like the star which ushers day, 
We scarce can think it heralds night ! 

I hoped that, after all its strife, 
My weary heart at length should rest, 

And, Minting from the waves of life. 
Find harbour in a brother's breast. 

That brother's breast was warm with truth, 
Was bright with honour's purest ray ; 

He was the dearest, gentlest youth — 
Oh ! why then was he torn away ? 

He should have stay'd, have lingered here, 

To calm his Julia's every woe ; 
He should have chased each bitter tear, 

And not have caused those tears to flow. 

We saw his youthful soul expand 
In blooms of genius, nursed by taste ; 

While Science, with a fostering hand. 
Upon his brow her chaplet placed. 

We saw his gradual opening mind 

Enrich'd by aU the graces dear ; 
Enlighten'd, social, and refined. 

In friendship firm, in love sincere. 
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Sach was the youth we lored so well ; 

Such were the hopes that fate denied— 
We loved, but, ah ! we could not tell 

How deep, how dearly, till he died I 

Close as the fondest links could strain. 
Twined with my very heart he grew ; 

And by that fate which breaks the chain, 
The heart is almost broken too ! 



FANNY OF TIMMOL. 

A MAIIi-COACH AOVERTURE. 



Qoadrigit pedmut bene yivere. Horace. 

Sweet Fanny of Timmol I when first you came in 

* 

To the close little carriage in which I was hurl'd, 
I thought to myself, if it were not a sin, 

I could teach you the prettiest tricks in the world. 

For your dear little lips, to their destiny true, 
Seem'd to know they were bom for the use of 
another ; 

And, to put me in mind of what I ought to do. 
Were eternally biting and kissing each other. 
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And then you were darting from eyelids so sly,— • 
Half open, half shutting, — such tremulous light : 

Let them say what they will, I could read in your 
eye 
More comical things than I ever shall write. 

And oft, as we mingled our legs and our feet, 
I felt a pulsation, and cannot tell whether 

In yours or in mine — ^but I know it was sweet, 
And I think we both felt it and trembled to- 
gether. 

At length when arrived, at our supper we sat, 
I heard with a sigh, which had something of 
pain. 

That perhaps our last moment of meeting was that, 
And Fanny should go back to Timmol again. 

Tet I swore not that I was in love with you. 
Fanny, — 

Oh, no ! for I felt it could never be true ; 
I but said — what Fve said very often to many — 

There's few I would rather be kissing than you. 

Then first did I learn that you once had believed 
Some lover, the dearest and falsest of men ; 
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And so gently yoa spoke of the youth who deceiTed, 
That I thought yoa peifaaps might be tempted 
again. 

But yoa told me that passion a moment amused, . 

Was followed too oft by an age of repenting ; 
And check'd me so softly, that while you refused, 

Foi^iye me, dear girl, if I thought *twas con- 
senting ! 

And still I entreated, and still you denied. 

Till I almost was made to beliere you sincere ; 
Though I found that, in bidding me leave you, 
you sigh'd. 
And when you repulsed me, 'twas done with a 
tear. 

In rain did I whisper, ** There's nobody nigh;'' 
In vain with the tremors of passion implore ; 

Your excuse was a kiss, and a tear your reply — 
I acknowledged them both, and I ask'd for no 
more. 

Was I right 7— -oh I I cannot believe I was wrong. 

Poor Fanny is gone back to Timmol again ; 
And may Providence guide her uninjured along, 

Nor scatter her path with repentance and pain ! 
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By Heaven ! I would rather for ever forswear 
The Elysium that dwells on a beautiful breast, 

Than alarm for a moment the peace that is tliere, 
Or banish the dove from so hallow'd a nest ! 



A NIGHT THOUGHT. 

How oft a cloud, with envious veil. 
Obscures yon bashful light, 

Which seems so modestly to steal 
Along the waste of night ! 

'Tis thus the world's obtrusive wrongs 

Obscure with malice keen 
Some timid heart, which only longs 

To live and die unseen i 

ELEGIAC STANZAS. 



Sic javat perire. 

When wearied wretches sink to sleep/ 
How heavenly soft their slumbers lie ! 

How sweet is death to those who weep, 
To those who weep and long to die I 
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Saw you the soft and grassy bed, 

Where flow'rets deck the green earth's breast? 
Tis there I wish to lay my head, - 

Tis there I wish to sleep at rest ! 

Oh I let not tears embalm my tomb, 
None but the dews by twilight given ! 

Oh ! let not sighs disturb the gloom, 
None but the whispering winds of Heaven I 



THE KISS. 



Grow to my lip, thou sacred kiss. 
On which my soul's beloved swore 

That there should come a time of bliss 

When she would mock my hopes no more ; 

And fancy shall thy glow renew, 

In sighs at morn, and dreams at night, 

And none shall steal thy holy dew 
Till thou'rt absolved by rapture's rite. 

Sweet hours that are to make me blest. 
Oh ! fly, like breezes, to the goal, 
And let my love, my more th^n soul. 

Come panting to this fevered breast ; 
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And while in every glance I drink 
The rich o'erflowings of her mind| 

Oh! let her all impassioned sink, 
In sweet abandonment resigned, 

Blushing for all our struggles past. 

And murmuringi ^< I tfm thine at last !" 



TO 



With all my soul, then, let us part, 
Since both are ansuous to be free ; 

And I will send you home your heart. 
If you will send back mine to me. 

We've had some happy hours together, 
But joy must often change its wing ; 

And spring would be but gloomy weather, 
U we had nothing else but spring. 

Tis not that I ex^ct tb find 
A more devoted, fond, and true one, 

With rosier cheek or sweeter mind- 
Enough for me that she's a new one. 

VOL. VII. 1 3 
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Thus kt us leaye the bower of loTe, 
Where we hare loiter'd long in bliss ; 

And jou may down that path-way roTe, 
While I shall take my way throa(|;h this. 

Oar hearts hare suffered little harm 

In this short ferer of desire ; 
You hare not lost a single charm. 

Nor I one spark of feeling fire. 

My kisses have not stain'd the rose 
Which Nature hung upon your Up ; 

And still your sigh with nectar flows 
For many a raptured soul to sip. 

Farewell I -and when some other fair 
Shall call your wanderer to her arms, 

'Twill be my luxury to compare 
Her speUs with your remember'd charms. 

" This cheek," I'll say, ** is not so bright 
'^ As one that used to meet my kiss ; 

*' This eye has not sueh liquid light . 
<' As one that used to talk of bliss !" 

Farewell ! and when some future lover 
Shall claim the heart which I resign, 
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And in exalting joys discover 

All the charms that once were mine ; 

I think I should be sweetly blest, 

If, in a soft imperfect sigh, 
You'd say, while to his bosom prest, 

He loves not half so well as I ! 



A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

See how, beneath the moonbeam's smile, 
You little billow heaves its breast, 

And foams and sparkles for awhile. 
And murmuring then subsides to rest. 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and care, 
Rises on Time's eventful sea ; 

And, having swell'd a moment there, 
Thus melts into eternity ! 
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AN INVITATION TO SUPPER. 
TO MRS. . 

Myself, dear Julia ! and the Son, 
Haye now two years of rambling run ; 
And he before his wheeb has driven 
The grand menagerie of Heayen, 
While J have met on earth, I swear, 
As many brutes as he has there. 
The only difference I can see 
Betwixt the flaming god and me. 
Is, that his ways are periodic, 
And mine, I fear, are simply oddic. 
But, dearest girl ! 'tis now a lapse 
Of two short years, or less, perhaps, 
Since yon to me, and I to you, 
Vow'd to be ever fondly true ! — 
Ah, Julia ! those were pleasant times ! 
You loved me for my amorous rhymes ; 
And I loved you, because I thought 
Twas so delicious to be taught 
By such a charming guide as you. 
With eyes of fire and lips of dew, 
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AU I had often fancied o'er, 

But never, never felt before : 

The day flew by, and night was short 

For half our blisses, half our sport I 

I know not how we changed, or why, 

Or if the first was you or I : 

Tet so 'tis now, we meet each other, 

And I'm no more than Julia's brother ; 

While she's so like my prudent sister. 

There's few would think how close Fye kiss'd her. 

But, Julia, let those matters past! 
If you will brim a sparkling glass 
To yanish'd hours of trde delight, 
Gome to me after dusk to-night, 
m have no other guest to meet you. 
But here alone I'll tStc-h'tSte you. 
Oyer a little attic feast, 
As full of cordial soul at least. 
As those where Delia met Tibullus, 
Or Lesbia wanton'd with Catullus. * 



* Coenam, non sine candicU puellA. 

Cat. Carm. ziii. 
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Ill fing yoa many a roguish sonnet 
Aboat ity at it, and apon it : 
And songs addressed, as if I loved. 
To all the girls with whom IVe rored. 
G>me, pr'ythee come, youll find me here. 
Like Horace, waiting for his dear.'*' 
There shall not be to-night, on earth, 
Two souls more elegant in mirth ; 
And, though our hey-day passion's fled. 
The spirit of the love that's dead 
Shall hover wanton o'er our head ; 
Like souls that round the grave will fly. 
In which their late possessors lie : 
And who, my pretty Julia^ knows, 
But when our warm remembrance glows, 
The ghost of Love may act anew. 
What Love when living used to do I 



-puellam 



Ad mediam noctem expecto. 

HoR. lib. i. sat. 5. 
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AN ODE UPON MORNING. 

Turn to me, Love ! the morning rays 
Arc glowing o'er thy languid charms ; 

Take one luxurious parting gaze, 
While yet I linger in thine arms. 

'Twas long before the noon of night. 

I stole into thy bosom, dear I 
And now the glance of dawning light 

Has found me still in dalliance here. 

Turn to me, Lote I the trembling gleams 
Of mom along thy white neck stray ; 

Away, away, you envious beams, 
111 chase you with my lips away ! 

Oh I is it not divine to think, — 

While all around were luU'd in night. 

While even the planets seem'd to wink,— 
We kept our vigils of delight ? 

The heart, that little world of oUrs, 

■ 

Unlike the drowsy world of care, 
Then, then awaked its sweetest powers. 
And all was animation there ! 
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Kiss me once more, and then I fly. 
Our parting would to noon-day last ; 

There, close that languid trembling eye. 
And sweetly dream of all the past I 

ft 

As soon as Night shall bi her seal 
Upon the eyes and lips of men. 

Oh, dearest ! I will panting steal 
To nestle in thine arms again I 

Our joys shall take their stolen flight. 
Secret as those celestial spheres 

Which make sweet music all the night. 
Unheard by drowsy mortal ears I * 



SONG.* 

Oh ! nothing in life can sadden us, 

While we have wine and good humour in store ; 
With this, and a little of love to madden us, 

Show me the fool ths^ can labour for more ! 

• 
* There are many sporious copies of this song in circula- 
ion; and it is universally attributed to a gentleman who has 
no more right than the Editor of these Poems to any share 
twhaterer in the composition.— £. 
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Comei theiiy bid Ganymede fill ev'ry bowl for you, 
Fill them up brimmers, and drink as I call : 

I'm going to toast every nypiph of my soul for you, 
Ay, on my soul, I'm in love with them all I 

Dear creatures I we can't liye without them. 
They're all that is sweet and seducing to man ! 

Looking, sighing about and about them, 

We dote on them, die for them, all that we can. 

Here's Phillis ! — whose innocent bosom 
Is always agog for some novel desires ; 
To-day to get lovers, to-morrow to lose 'em. 
Is all that the innocent Phillis requires.— 
Here's to the gay little Jessy I — who simpers 

So vastly good-humour'd, whatever is done ; 
Shell kiss you, and that without whining or 
whimpers, 
And do what you please with you-— all out of 
fun! 

Dear creatures, etc. 

A bumper to Fanny !— I know you will scorn her, 
Because she's a prude, and her nose is so curl'd ; 

1 3. 
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But if ever you chatted with Fan in a earner^ 
You'd say she's the best little girl in the 
world ! — 
Another to Lyddy ! — still struggling with duty. 
And asking her conscience still, '^ whether she 
should ;** 
While her eyes, in the silent confession of beauty, 
Say, *^ Only for something 1 certainly would !" 

Dear creatures, etc. 

Fill for Chloe ! — bewitchingly simple, 

Who angles the heart without knowing her lure ; 
Still wounding around with a blush or a dimple. 

Nor seeming to feel that she also could cure ! — 
Here's pious Susan !•*— the saint, who alone, sir, 

Could ever have made me religious outright : 
For had I such a dear little saint of my own, sir, 

rd pray on my knees to her half the long night I 

Dear creatures, etc. 
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Gome, tell me where the maid is found 
\^ho$e heart can love without deceit. 

And I will range the world around. 
To sigh one moment at her feet. 

Oh ! tell me where's her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh ; 

A pilgrimage of years Til roam 
To catch one sparkle of her eye !* 

And, if her cheek be rosy bright. 
While truth within her bosom lies, 

m gaze upon her, mom and night, 

Till my heart leaye me through my eyes I 

Show me on earth a thing so rare, 

111 own all miracles are true ; 
To make one maid sincere and fair, 

Oh ! 'tis the utmost Heaven can do I 
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SONG.* 

Sweetest love I Fll not forget thee ; 

Time shall only teach my hearty 
Fonder, warmer, to regret thee, 

Lovely, gentle as thou art I— 
Farewell, Bessy I 

Yety oh ! yet agam well meet, love, 

And repose our hearts at last : 
Oh ! sure 'twill then be sweet, love. 

Calm to think on sorrows past. — 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Yes, my girl, the distant blessing 
Mayn't be always sought in vain ; 

And the moment of possessing — 
Will't not, love, repay our pain ?-— 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Still I feel my heart is breaking. 
When I think I stray from thee, 

* All these longs were adapted to airs wkich Mr. Little 
composed, and sometimes sang, for his friends : this may ac- 
count for the peculiarity of metre obsenrable in many of 
them«"*E. 
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Round the world that quiet seeking, 
Which I fear is not for me ! — 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

ft 

Calm to peace thy lover's bosom- 
Can it, dearest ! must it be ? 

Thou within an hour shalt lose him. 
He for ever loses thee ! 
Farewell, Bessy ! 



SONG. 

If I swear by that eye, youll allow 

Its look is so shifting and new. 
That the oath I might take on it noW| 

The very next glance would undo ! 

Those babies that nestle so sly, 

Such different arrows have got, 
That an oath on the glance of an eye 

Such as yours, may be off in a shot ! 

Should I swear by the dew on your lip, 
Though each moment the treasure renew^^ 

If my constancy wishes to trip, 
I may kiss off the oath when I choose ! 
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Or a sid^ may diqpene from that flower 
The dew and the oath that are there ! 

And rd make a new tow er'ry honr, 
To lose them so sweetly in air ! 

But clear up that Hearen of your brow. 
Nor fancy my faith is a feather ; 

On my heart I will pledge yon my vow. 
And they both most be broken together ! 



JULIA'S KISS. 

Whejt infant Bliss in roses slept, 
Cupid upon his slumber crept ; 
And, while a balmy sigh he stole, 
Exhaling from the infant's soul. 
He smiling said, ^' With this, with this 
*' ril scent my Julia's burning kiss !" 

Nay, more ; he stole to Venus' bed, 
£re yet the sanguine flush had fled, 
Which Love's divinest, dearest flame 
Had kindled through her panting frame. 
Her soul still dwelt on memory's themes ; 
Still floated in voluptuous dreams ; 
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And every joy she felt before 
In slumber now was acting o'er. 
From ber ripe lips, which seem'd to thrill 
As in the war of kisses still, 
And amorous to each other (;)ung, 
He stole the dew that trembling hung, 
And smiling said, ^' With this, with this 
<< m bathe my Julia's burning kiss !*' 



TO 



Remembsr him thou laavest behind, 
Whose heart is warmly bound to thee, 

Close as the tenderest links can bind 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Ob ! I had long in freedom roved. 

Though many seem'd my soul to share ; 

*Twas passion when I thought I loved, 
'Twas fancy when I thought them fair. 

E'en she, my Muse's early theme, 
Beguiled me only while she warm'd ; 

Twas young desire that fed the dream, 
And reason broke what passion form'd. 
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But thou — ah ! better had it been 
If I had still in freedom roved. 

If I had ne'er thy beauties seen, 
For then I never should haye loyed I 

Then all the painVhich loyers feel 
Had never to my heart been known ; 

But, ah ! the joys which lovers steal, 
Should they have ever been my own? 

Oh I trust me, when I swear thee this, 
Dearest I the pain of loving thee, 

The very pain, is sweeter bliss 
Than passion's wildest ecstasy! 

That little cage I would not part, 
In which my soul is prison'd now, 

•for the most light and winged hestrt 
That wantons on the passing vow. 

Still, my beloved! still keep in mind, 
However far removed from me, 

That there is one thou leavest behind 
Whose heart respires for only thee ! 

And, though ungenial ties have bound 
Thy fate unto another's care, 
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That arm, which clasps thy bosom round. 
Cannot confine the heart that's there. 

N09 no! that heart is only mine, 

By ties all other ties aboye^ 
For I have wed it at a shrine 

Where we have had no priest but Love I 



SONG. 

Fly from the world, Bessy 1 to me^ 

Thoult never find any sincerer ; 
rVL give up the world, O Bessy! for thee, 

I can never meet any .that's dearer ! 
Then tell me no more, with a tear and a sigh/ 

That our loves will be censured by many; 
All, all have their follies, and who will deny 

That ours is the sweetest of any? 

When your lip has met mine, in abandonment 
sweet. 

Have we felt as if virtue for!t>id it? — 
Have we felt as if Heaven denied them to meet ?*• 

No, rather 'twas Heaven that did it! 
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So innocenty lovel is the pleasure we sip. 

So litde of guilt is there in it. 
That I wish all my errors were lodged on your lip. 

And rd kiss them away in a minute I 

Then come to your lover, oh ! fly to his shed. 

From a world which I know thou despisest ; 
And slumber will hoyer as light on our bed, 

As e'er on the couch of the wisest! 
And when o'er our pillow the tempest is driyen. 

And thou, pretty innocent ! fearest, 
I'll tell thee, it is not the chiding of Heayen, 

'Tis only our lullaby, dearest ! 

And, oh ! when we lie on our death-bed, my loye! 

Looking back on the scene of our errors, 
A sigh from my Bessy shall plead then aboye. 

And Death be disarmed of his terrors! 
And each to the other embracing will say, 

*' Farewell! let us hope we're forgiven ! " 
Thy last fading glance will illumine the way. 

And a kiss be our passport to Heayen ! 
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SONG. 



Think on that look of humid ray, 

Which for a moment mik'd with mine, 

And for that moment seem'd to say, 
^< I dare not, or I would be thine ! " 

Think, think on every smile and glance. 
On all thou hast to charm and move ; 
And then forgive my bosom's trance. 
And tell me 'tis not sin to love ! 

Oh ! not to love thee were the sin; 

For sure, if Heaven's decrees be done, 
Thou, thou art destined still to win, 

As I was destined to be won! 



SONG. • 

A CAPTIVE thus to thee, my girl. 
How sweetly shall I pass my age, 

Contented, like the playful squirrel,. 
To wanton up and down my cage. 
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When Deadi shall emj joy like this. 
And come to shade onr sonny weather. 

Be our last sigh the sigh of bliss. 
And both our spnls exhaled togedier I 



THE CATALOGUE. 

** CoMEy tell me/' says Rosa, as, kissing and luss'd. 

One day she reclined on my breast ; 
^^ C!ome, tell me the number, repeat me the list 

^^ Of the nymphs you have loyed and caress'd." — 
Oh, Rosa I 'twas only my fancy that royed, 

My heart at the moment was free ; 
But ni tell thee, my girl, how many IVe loved. 

And the number shall finish with thee ! 

My tutor was Kitty ; in infancy wild 

She taught me the way to be blest ; 
She taught me to lovje her, I loved like a child, 

But Kitty could fancy the rest. 
This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore 

1 have never forgot, I allow ; 
1 have had it by rote yery often before. 

But never by heart until now I 
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Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all 
flame, 
But my head was so full of romance, 
That I fancied her into some chiyalry dame, 

And 1 was her knight of the lance ! 

• 

But Martha was not of this fanciful school, 
And she laugh'd at her poor little knight ; 

While 1 thought her a goddess, she thought me a 
fool. 
And 111 swear she was most in the right. 

My soul was now calm, till, by Gloris's looks, 

Again I was tempted to roye; 
But Gloris, I found, was so learned in books. 

That she gave me more logic than love ! 
So I left this young Sappho, and hasten'd to fly 

To those sweeter logicians in bliss, 
Who argue the point with a soul-telling eye, 

And convince us at once with a kiss ! 

Oh ! Susan was then all the world unto me. 

But Susan was piously given ; 
And the worst of it was, we could never agree 

On the road that was shortest to Heaven ! 
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'' Ob, Susan I '' IVesaid, in the moments of mirth, 
^^ What's deyotion to thee or to me ? 

" I deroutly believe there's a beayen on earth, 
'< And believe that that heaven's in thee I " 



A FRAGMENT. 
TO . . 

Tis nighty the spectred hour is nigh ! 

Pensive I hear the moaning blast 

Passing, with sad sepulchral sigh, 

My lyre that hangs neglected by. 

And seems to mourn for pleasures past ! 

That lyre was once attuned for thee 

To many a lay of fond delight, 

When all thy days were given to me, 

And mine was every blissful night. 

How oft I've languish'd by thy side, 

And while my heart's luxuriant tide 

Ran in wild riot through my veins, 

I've waked such sweetly-maddening strains, 

As if by inspiration's fire 

My soul was blended with my lyre I 
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Oh ! while in eyery fainting note 

We heard the soul of passion float ; 

While in thy blue dissolving glance, 

Fve raptured read thy bosom's trance, 

I've suDg and trembled, kiss'd and sung ; 

TiU, as we mingle breath with breath, 

Thy burning kisses parch my tongue, 

My hands drop listless on the lyre. 

And, murmuring like a swan in death, 

Upon thy bosom I expire ! 

Tes, I indeed I'emember well 

Those hours of pleasure past and o'er ; 

Why have I lived their sweets to tell ? 

To tell, but never feel them more I 

I should have died, have sweetly died, 

In one of those impassion'd dreams, 

When languid, silent on thy breast, 

Drinking thine eyes' delicious beams. 

My soul has ffutter'd from its nest. 

And on thy lip just parting sigh'd I 

Oh ! dying thus a death of love, 

To Heaven how dearly should I go I 

He well might hope for joys above, 

Who had begun them here below ! 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 
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SONG. 

Wims is the nymph, whose aziure eye 
Can shine through rapture's tear? 

The sun has sunk, the moon is hi(^, 
And yet she comes not here ! 

Was that her footstep on the hill — 
Her voice upon the gale ? — 

No ; 'twas the wind, and all is still : 
Ohy maid of Marliyale ! 

G>me to me, loye, Fve wander'd fair, 
Tis past the promised hour ; 

Gome to me, love, the twilight star 
Shall guide thee to my bower. 



SONG. 

Wheet Time, who steals our years away, 
Shall steal our pleasures too, 

The memory of the past will stay. 
And half our joys renew. 
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Then, Chloe, when thy beauty's flower 

Shall feel the wintry air, 
Remembrance will recal the hour 

When thou alone wert fair ! 

Then talk no more of future gloom ; 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope shall brighten days to come, 

And memory gild the past ! 

Gome, Ghloe, fill the genial bowl, 

I drink to love and thee : 
Thou never canst decay in soul, 

Thoult still be young for me. 

And, as thy lips the tear-drop chase 

Which on my cheek they find. 
So hope shall steal away the trace) 

Which sorrow leaves behind ! 

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom ! 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past ! 

But mark, at thought of future years 
When love shall lose its soul, 

VOL, VII, l4 
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M J Giloe dmpt her timid tean, 
They mingle with my bowl I 



How like this bowl of wine, my &ir, 

Oar loving life shall fleet ; 
Though tears may sometimes mingle there, 

The draught will still be sweet ! 

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom ! 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope will brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past ! 



THE SHRINE. 
TO . 

My fates had destined me to rove 
A long, long pilgrimage of love ; 
And many an altar on my way 
Has lured my pious steps to stay ; 
For, if the saint was young and fair, 
I turn'd and sung my vespers there. 
This, from a youthful pilgrim's fire. 
Is what your pretty saints require : 
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To pass, nor tell a single bead, 
With them would he profane indeed! 
But, trust me, all this young devotion 
Was but to keep my zeal in motion ; 
And, every humbler altar past, 
I now have reach 'd tbe shrine at last ! 



REUBEN AND ROSE. 

k TALE OF ROMANCE. 

The darkness which hung upon Willumberg's walls 
Has long been remember'd with awe and dis- 
may! 
For years not a sunbeam had play'd in its halls. 
And it seem'd as shut out from the regions of 
day; 

Though the valleys were brightened by many a 
beam, 
Yet none could the woods of the castle illume ; 
And the lightning which flash'd on the neighbour- 
ing stream, 
Flew back, as if fearing to enter the gloom ! 



3i6 



«i 



Ml! wbcndnll this hofiibledaikiieM dispose?" 
Said ^iOMUDba^s Imd to tbe seer <rf the 



ftt 



It can merer dispel,** said the wixaid of Terse, 
'' Tin the brii^t sUr of dbiralry's sank in the 



wave!" 



And who was the bright star of chiYalry then ? 

Who coold be bat Reaben, the flower of the age ? 
For Reaben was first in the combat of men, 

Though Touth had scarce written his name on 
her page. 

For Wiliamberg's daughter his bosom had beat, 
For Rose, who was bright as the spirit of dawn, 
When with wand dropping diamonds, and silverj 
feet, 
It walks o*er the flowers of the mountain and 
lawn! 

Must Rose, then, from Reuben so fatally sever? 

Sad, sad were the words of the man in the cave, 
Tliat darkness should cover the castle for ever. 

Or Reuben be sunk in the merciless wave I 
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She flew to the wizard— << And tell me, oh tell I 
Shall my Reuben no more be restored to my 
eyes?" — 

' ' Yes, yes, — when a spirit shall toll the great bell 
Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben shall 



rise ! " 



Twice, thrice he repeated '' Tour Reuben shall 
rise ! " 
And Rose felt a moment's release' from her pain ; 
She wiped, while she listen'd, the tears from her 
eyes, 
And she hoped she might yet see her hero 
again ! 

Her hero could smile at the terrors of death, 
When he felt that he died for the sire of his 
Rose ; 
To the Oder he flew, and there plunging beneath, 
In the lapse of the billows soon found his 
repose.— 



^ !• »SN 



How strangely the order of destiny falls !— ff ';> w^'TJ 
Not long in the waters the warrior lay, VhlV^. ji 
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Wben a smibeauii was seen to giaaee ofcr the 
walk. 
And the castle of WOlmnberg basVd in tbeny! 

All, all bat the soul of the maid was in li^t, 
Tfaeie scMTow and terror lay gloomy and blank: 

Two days did die wander, and all the long ni^t, 
In quest of her We, on the wide river's bank. 

Oft, oft did die panse for the toll of the bell, 
And she heard bat the breathings of night in 
the air ; 
Long, long did she gaze on the watery swell. 
And she saw but the foam of the white bittoir 
there. 

And often as midnight its veil woald andraw. 
As she look'd at the light of the moon in the 
stream, 
She thought 'twas his helmet of silver she sair, 
As the curl of the surge glitter'd high in the 
beam. 

And now the third night was begemming the sky^ 
Poor Rose on the cold dewy margent reclined, 
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There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye, 
When, — hark I — 'twas the bell that came deep 
in the wind ! 

She startled, and saw^ through the glimmering 
shade, 
A form o'er the waters in majesty glide ; 
She knew 'twas her love, though his cheek was 
decay'd. 
And his helmet of silyer was wash'd by the tide. 

Was this what the seer of the cave had foretold? — 
Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot 
a gleam ; 

'Twas Reuben, but ah ! he was deathly and cold^ 
And fleeted away like the spell of a dream ! 

Twice, thrice did he rise, and as often she thought 
From the bank to embrace him, but never, ah ! 
never! 

Then springing beneath, at a billow she caught, 
And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever ! 
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« 

THE RING.* 

A TALE. 



Annnltu iUe viri. Ovid. Amor. lib. iu eieg. i5. 

The happy day at length arrived 

When Rapert was to wed 
The fairest maid in Saxony, 

And take her to his bed. 

As soon as morn was in the sky. 

The feast and sports began ; 
The men admired the happy maid. 

The maids the happy man. 

In many a sweet device of mirth 
The day was pass'd along ; 

"^ 1 should be sorry to think that my friend had any serious 
intentions of frightening the nursery by this story : I rather 
hope— though the manner of it leads me to doubt— that his 
design was to ridicule that distempered taste which prefers 
those monsters of the fancy to the '' speciosa miracnla'^ of 
true poetic imagination. 

I find, by a note in the manuscript, that he met with this 
story in a German author, Fromman u\>on Fascination, 
book iii. part. vi. chap. 18. On consulting the work, I per- 
ceive that Fromman quotes it from fiELUACEirsis, among 
many other stories equally diabolical and interesting^ — £. 
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And some the featly dance amused, 
And some the dulcet song. 

The younger maids with Isabel 

Disported through the bowers, 
And deck'd her robe, and crown'd her head 

With motley bridal flowers. 

The matrons all in rich attire. 

Within the castle walls, 
Sat listening to the choral strains 

That echo'd through the halls. 

Toung Rupert and his friends repair'd 

Unto a spacious court, 
To strike the bounding tennis-ball 

In feat and manly sport. 

The bridegroom on his finger had 

The wedding-ring so bright, 
Which was to grace the lily hand 

Of Isabel that night. 

And fearing he might break the gem, 

Or lose it in the play, 
He look'd around the court, to see 

Where he the ring might lay. 

14. 
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Now in the court a statue stood, 
Which there full long had been ; 

It was a Heathen goddess^ or 
Perhaps a Heathen queen. 

Upon its marble finger then 

He tried the ring to fit ; 
And thinking it was safest there, 

Thereon he fastened it. 

And now the tennis sports went on, 
Till they were wearied all, 

And messengers announced to them 
Their dinner in the hall. 

Young Rupert for his wedding-ring 

Unto the statue went ; 
But, oh ! how was he shocked to find 

The marble finger bent ! 

The hand was closed upon the ring 
With firm and mighty clasp; 

In vain lie tried, and tried, and tried, 
He could not loose the grasp ! 

How sore surprised was Rupert's mind,- 
As well his mind might be ; 
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<< 111 come/* quoth he, *^ at night again, 
When none are here to see." 

He went unto the feast, and much 

He thought upon his ring ; 
And much he wonder'd what could mean 

So very strange a thing ! 

The feast was o'er, and to the court 

He went without delay, 
Resolved to break the marble hand. 

And force the ring away ! 

But mark a stranger wonder still — 

The ring was there no more ; 
Yet was the marble hand ungrasp'd. 

And open as before ! 

He search'd the base, and all the court, 

And nothing could he find. 
But to the castle did return 

With sore^bewilder^d mind. 

Within he found them all in mirth, 

The night in dancing flew ; 
The youth another ring procured, 

And none the adventure knew. 



324 little's poems. 

And now the priest has join'd their hands. 

The hoars of love adyance I 
Rupert almost forgets to think 

Upon the mom's mischance. 

Within the bed fair Isabel 

In blushing sweetness lay. 
Like flowers half-open'd by the dawn, 

And waiting for the day. 

• And Rupert, by her lovely side, 

In youthful beauty glows, 
Like Phoebus, when he bends to cast 

His beams upon a rose I 

And here my song should leave them both, 

Nor let the rest be told. 
But for the horrid, horrid tale 

It yet has to unfold ! 

Soon Rupert, 'twixt his bride and him, 

A death-cold carcase found ; 
He sawlt not, but thought he- felt 

Its arms embrace him round. 

He started up, and then return'd, 
But found the phantom still ; 
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In vain he shrunk, it clipped him round. 
With damp and deadly chill ! 

And when he bent, the earthy lips 
. * A kiss of horror gave ; 
'Twas like the smell from chamel vaults, 
Or from the mouldering grave ! 

Ill-fated Rupert, wild and loud 

Thou criedst to thy wife, 
^' Oh ! save me from this horrid fiend, 

My Isabel! my life I'' 

But Isabel had nothing seen. 

She looked around in vain ; 
And much she mourn'd the mad conceit 

That rack'd her Rupert's brain. 

At length from this invisible 

These words to Rupert came ; 
( Oh God ! while he did hear the words, 

What terrors shook his frame ! ) 

^* Husband ! husband ! IVe the ring 

Thou gavest to*day to me ; 
And thou'rt to me for ever wed, 

As I am wed to thee ! " 
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And all the night the demon lay 

Gold-chilling by his side. 
And strain'd him with such deadly grasp, 

He thought he should have died ! 

But when the dawn of day was near, 

The horrid phantom fled, 
And left the affrighted youth to weep 

By Isabel in bed. 

All, all that day a gloomy cloud 
Was seen on Rupert's brows ; 

Fair Isabel was likewise sad. 
But strove to cheer her spouse. 

And, as the day advanced, he thought 

Of coming night with fear : 
Ah ! that he must with terror view 

The bed that should be dear ! 

At length the second night arrived. 
Again their couch they press'd ; 

Poor Rupert hoped that all was o'er, 
And look'd for love and rest. 

But oh ! when midnight came, again 
The fiend was at his side. 
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And, as it strain'd him in its grasp, 
With howl exulting cried,-*- 

'* Husband ! husband ! Vve the ring, 

The ring thou gavest to me ; 
And thott'rt to me for ever wed. 

As I am wed to thee I *' 

In agony of wild despair. 

He started from the bed ; 
And thus to his bewilder'd wife 

The trembling Rupert said s 

** Oh Isabel ! dost thou not see 

A shape of horrors here. 
That strains me to the deadly kiss, 

And keeps me from my dear?'* 

** No, no, my love I my Rupert, I 

No shape of horrors see ; 
And much I mourn the phantasy 

That keeps my dear from me ! " 

This night, just like the night before, 

In terrors pass'd away. 
Nor did the demon vanish thence 

Before the dawn of day. 
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Says Rupert then, <* My Isabel, 

Dear partner of my woe. 
To Father Austin's holy cave 

This instant will I go.** 

Now Austin was a reverend man, 

Who acted wonders maint. 
Whom all the country round believed 

A devil or a saint I 

To Father Austin's holy cave 
Then Rupert went full straight. 

And told him all, and ask'd him how 
To remedy his fate. 

The father heard the youth, and then 

Retired awhile to pray ; 
And, having pray'd for half an hour, 

Retum'd, and thus did say : 

*' There is a place where four roads meet. 

Which I will tell to thee ; 
Be there this eve, at fall of night. 

And list what thou shalt see. 

Thoult see a group of figures pass 
In strange disorder'd crowd, 
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Traveling by torch-light through the roads, 
With noises strange and loud* 

And one that's high above the rest, 

Terrific towering o'er, 
Will make thee know him at a glance. 

So I need say no more. 

To him from me these tablets give, 

They'll soon be understood ; 
Thou need's! not fear, but give them straight, 

I've scrawl'd them with my blood ! " 

The night-fall came, and Rupert all 

In pale amazement went 
To where the cross-roads met, and he 

Was by the father sent. 

And lo ! a group of figures came 

In strange disorder'd crowd. 
Trailing by torch-light through the roads. 

With noises strange and loud. 

And as the gloomy train advanced, 

Rupert beheld from far 
A female form of wanton mien 

Seated upon a car. 
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And Rupert, as he gazed upon 

The loosely vested dame, 
Thought of the marble statue's look, 

For hers was just the same. 

Behind her walk'd a hideous form. 
With eye-balls flashing death ; 

Whene'er he breathed, a sulphur'd smoke 
Game burning in his breath ! 

He seem'd the first of all the crowd 

Terrific towering o'er ; 
'* Yes, yes," said Rupert, " this is he, 

And I need ask no more." 

Then slow he went, and to this fiend 

The tablets trembling gave. 
Who look'd and read them with a yell 

That would disturb the grave. 

And when he saw the blood-scrawl'd name, 

His eyes with fury shine ; 
" I thought," cries he, " his time was out. 

But he must soon be mine ! " 

Then darting at the youth a look. 
Which rent his soul with fear, 
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He went unto the female fiend, 
And whisper'd in her ear. 

The female fiend no sooner heard, 

Than with reluctant look , 
The very ring that Rupert lost 

She from her finger took. 

And, giving it unto the youth, 
With eyes that breathed of hell, 

She said in that tremendous voice 
Which he remember'd well : 

'* In Austin's name take back the ring, 

The ring thou gavest to me ; 
And thou'rt to me no longer wed. 

Nor longer I to thee." 

He took the ring, the rabble pass'd. 

He home returned again ; 
His wife was then the happiest fair, 

The happiest he of men. 
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SONG. 
OH THE BIRTH-DAT OF MRS. . 

WRITTEir Ilf IRELAIfD. 

Of all my happiest hoars of joy. 
And eren I have had my measure. 

When hearts were fall and every eye 
Has kindled with the beams of pleasure I 

Sach hours as this I ne'er was given. 
So dear to friendship, dear to blisses ; 

Young Love himself looks down from heaven. 
To smile on such a day as this is ! 

Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever ! 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

Oh I banish every thought to-night, 
Which could disturb our soul's communion I 

Abandoned thus to dear delight, 
Well e'en for once forget the Union ! 

On that let statesmen try their powers. 
And tremble o'er the rights they'd die for ; 
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The union of the soul be ours, 
And every union else we sigh for ! 

Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let's feel as if we ne'^er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remeniber'd ever ! 

In every eye around I mark 

The feelings of the heart o'erflowing, 

From every soul I catch the spark 
Of sympathy in friendship glowing ! 

Oh ! could such moments ever fly ; 

Oh ! that we ne'^er were doom'd to lose 'em ; 
And all as bright as Charlotte's eye, 

And all as pure as Charlotte's bosom. 

But oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 
Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

For me, whate'er my span of years. 
Whatever sun may light my roving ; 

Whether I waste my life in tears. 
Or live, as now, for mirth and loving ! 
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This day shall coose with aspect kind, 
Whererer Fate may cast your royer ; 

He^ think of those he left behind, 
And drink a health to bUss that's oyer I 

Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improTe, 
Lei's feel as if we ne'er could seyer ; 

And may the birth of her we loye 
Be thus with joy remembered ever ! 



TO A BOY WITH A WATCH. 

warrTEiT foe a friend. 

Is it not sweet, beloyed youth, 
To roye through erudition's bowers. 

And cull the golden fruits of truth, 
And gather fancy's brilliant flowers ? 

And is it not more sweet than this 
To feel thy parent's hearts approying. 

And pay them back in sums of bliss 
The dear, the endless debt of loying ? 

It must be so to thee, my youth ; 
With this idea toil is lighter ; 
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This sweetens all the fruits of truth, 
And makes the flowers of fancy brighter ! 

The little gift we send thee, boy, 
May sometimes teach thy soul to ponder, 

If indolence or syren joy 

Should ever tempt that soul to wander. 

'Twill tell thee that the winged day 
Can ne'er be chain'd by man's endeavour ; 

That life and time shall fade away. 
While heaven and virtue bloom for ever ! 



FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES. 



Nobilitas sola est atqneunica Tirtus. Jov. 



Mark those proud boasters of a splendid line, 
Like gilded ruins, mouldering while they shine. 
How heavy sits that weight of alien show, 
Like martial helm upon an infeint'^s brow ; 
Those borrow'd splendours, whose contrasting light 
Throws back the native shades in deeper night* 
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Ask the proud train who glory's shade pursue , 
Where are the arts by which that glory grew? 
The genuine virtues that with eagle-gaze 
Sought young Renown in all her orient blaze? 
Where is the heart by chymic truth refined. 
The exploring soul, whose eye had read mankind ? 
Where are the links that twined with heavenly art, 
His country's interest round the patriot's heart ? 
Where is the tongue that scattered words of fire ? 
The spirit breathing through the poet's lyre ? 
Do these descend with all that tide of fame 
Which vainly waters an unfruitful name ? 



Justum bellum quibus necessarium, et pia arma qaibns naUa 
nisi in armis relinquitur spes. Livt. 



Is there no call, no consecrating cause, 
Approved by Heaven, ordain'd by Nature's laws. 
Where justice flies the herald of our way, 
And truth's pure beams upon the banners play ? 



LITTUS'S POEMS. 337 

Yes, there's a call, sweet as an angel's breath 
To slambering babes, or innocence in death ; 
And urgent as the tongue of heaven within, 
When the mind's balance trembles upon 3in. 

Oh ! 'tis our country's voice, whose claims should 

meet 
An echo in the soul's most deep retreat ; 
Along the heart's responding string should run, 
Nor let a tone there vibrate — ^but the one ! 



SONG.* 

Mabt, I believed thee true, 

And I was blest in thus believing ; 

But now I mourn that e'er I knew 
A girl so fair and so deceiving I 

Few have ever loved like me, — 
Oh ! I have loved thee too sincerely ! 

And few have e'er deceived like thee, — 
Alas I deceived me too severely ! 

* I bdiere these words were adapted by Mr. Little to the 
patheUc Scotch air " Galla Water.**— E. 
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Fare thee well I yet think awhile 
Oa one whose bosom bleeds to doubt thee 

Who now would rather trust that smile, 
And die with thee than live without thee ! 

Fare thee well ! Ill think of thee, 
Thou leavest me many a bitter token ; 

For see, distracting woman I see. 
My peace is gone, my heart is broken I— 
Fare thee well ! 



SONG. 

Why does azure deck the sky ? 

'Tis to be like thy looks of blue ; 
Why is red the rose's dye 7 

Because it is thy blushes' hue. 
All that's fair, by Loye's decree, 
Has bee^ made resembling thee ! 

Why is falling snow so vAatef 
But to be like thy bosom fair ? 

Why are solar beams so bright? 
That they niay seem thy golden hair I 
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All that's bright, by Love's decree, • 
Has been made reseaiUiiig thee I 

Why are Nature's beauties felt ? 

Oh ! 'tis thine in her we see ! 
Why has music power to melt ? 

Oh ! because it speaks like thee. 
All that's sweet, by Love's decree, 
Has been made resembling thee ! 



MORALITY. 
A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 

ADDRESSED TO J. AT-<-NS-N, ESQ. M.A.I.A.^ 

Though long at school and college, dosing 
On books of rhyme and books of prosing. 
And copying from their moral pages. 
Fine recipes for forming sages ; 

* The gentleman to whom this poem is addressed is the 
author of some esteemed works, and was Mr. Little's most 
particular friend. I hare heard Mr. Little rery frequently 
speak of him as one in whom '* the elements were so mixed/^ 
that neither in his head nor heart had natnre left any defi. 
ciency. — E. 
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Though long with those divines at school, 
Who think to make us good by rule ; ^ 
Who, in methodic forms advancing, 
Teaching morality like dancing, 
Tell us, for Heaven or money's sake. 
What steps we are through life to take : 
Though thus, my friend, so long employed, 
And so much midnight oil destroyed, 
I must confess, my searches past, 
I only learn'd to doubt at last. 

I find the doctors and the sages 

Have difier'd in all climes and ages, 

And two in fifty scarce agree 

On what is pure morality I 

Tis like the rainbow's shifting zone. 

And every vision makes its own. 

The doctors of the Porch advise, ' 
As modes of being great and wise. 
That we should cease to own or know 
The luxuries that from feeling flow. 

^' Reason alone must claim direction, 
And Apathy's the soul's perfection. 
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Like a dull lake the heart must lie ; 
Nor passion's gale nor pleasure's sigh, 
Though heayen the breeze, the breath supplied, 
Must curl the wave or swell the tide ! " 

Such was the rigid Zeno's plan 

To form his philosophic man ; 

Such were the modes he taught mankind 

To weed the garden of the mind ; 

They tore away some weedsj 'tis true, 

But all the Jhwers were rayish'd too I 

Now listen to the wily strains, 

Which, on Gyrenes sandy plains. 

When Pleasure, nymph with loosen'd zone, 

Usnrp'd the philosophic throne ;. 

Hear what the courtly sage's * tongue 

To his surrounding pupils sung : 

** Pleasure's the only noble end 
To which all human powers should tend. 
And Virtue gives her heavenly lore, 
But to make Pleasure please us more I 

* AritUppo*. 

i5. 
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Wisdom and she were both designed 
To make the senses more refined. 
That man might revel, free from cloying^ 
Then most a sage, when most enjoying ! " 

Is this morality ? — Oh, no ! 
E'en I a wiser path could show. 
The flower within this yase confined, 
The pure, the unfeding flower of mind, 
Must not throw all its sweets away 
Upon a mortal mould of clay ; 
No, no ! its richest breath should rise 
In virtue's incense to the skies ! 

But thus it is, all sects we see 

Have watch- words of morality : 

Some cry out Venus, others Jov6 ; 

Here 'tis religion, there 'tis love ! 

But while they thus so widely wander, 

While mystics dream, and doctors ponder, 

And some, in dialectics firm. 

Seek virtue in a middle term ; 

While thus they strive, in Heaven's defiance, 

To chain morality with science ; 
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The plain good man, whose actions teach 
More virtue than a sect can preach, 
Pursues his course^ unsagely blest^ 
His tutor whispering in his breast t 
Nor coidd he act a purer part, 
Though he had Tully all by heart ; 
And when he drops the tear on woe, 
He little knows or cares to know 
That Epictetus blamed that tear. 
By Heaven approved, to virtue dear ! 

Oh ! when I've seen the morning beam 
Floating within the dimpled stream. 
While Nature, wakening from the night, 
Has just put on her robes of light, 

m 

Have I with cold optician's gate, 
Explored the doctrine of those rays ? 
No, pedants, I have left to you, 
Nicely to separate hue from hue t 
Go, give that moment up to art, 
When Heaven and Nature claim the heart ; 
And dull to all their best attraction. 
Go — measure angles of reaction I 
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While I, in feeling's sweet romance. 
Look on each day-beam as a glance 
From the great eye of Him above, 
Wakening his world with looks of love ! 



THE NATAL GENIUS. 
A DREAM. 

TO , THE MOEiriNG OF HEE 31RTH-DAY. 

In witching slumbers of the night, 
I dream'd I was the airy sprite 

That on thy natal moment smiled ; 
And thought I wafted on my wing 
Those flowers which in Elysium spring. 

To crown my lovely mortal child. 

With olive-branch I bound thy head, 
Heart's-ease along thy path I shed, 

Which was to bloom through all thy years ; 
Nor yet did I forget to bind 
Love's roses, with his myrtle twined, 

And dew'd by sympathetic tears. 
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Sttch was the wild but precious boon^ 
Which Fancy, at her magic noon, 

Bade me to Nona's image pay — 
Oh I were I, love, thus doom'd to be 
Thy little guardian deity^ 

How blest around thy steps I'd play ! 

Thy life should softly steal along, 
Calm as some lonely shepherd's song 

That's heard at distance in the grove ; 
No cloud should ever shade thy sky. 
No thorns along thy pathway lie, 

But all be sunshine, peace, and love ! 

The wing of Time should never brush 
Thy dewy lip's luxuriant flush, 

To bid its roses withering die ; 
Nor age itself, though dim and dark, 
Should ever quench a single spark 

That flashes from my Nona's eye ! 
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